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TO 


| Her Royal Highnels : 


THE 


princeſs of Warts 


. 


EE Princeſs of the ſame Royal 
Blood to which you are 
cloſely and fo happily ally 
preſumes w throw herliclt : 


the Feet of Your RoraL HicHNess : 
 Protetion. The Character of that c&c 
lent Lady, as it is deliver d down to us | 
is very near the ſame with the? 
ture I have endeavour'd to draw her: 
| And if, in the poetical Colouring, 
A 3 au 4 


DEDICATION. 
aim'd at heightning and improving ſome 
of the Features, it was only to make her 
more worthy of thoſe illuſtrious Hang 
to which I always intended to preſent 
her. 

As the Britiſh Nation in | general i is 


_ infinitely indebted toYourRRorY aLHicy. | 
* NESS; ſo every particular Perſon amongſt | 


us ought tocontribute, according to their 


| ſeveral Capacities and Abilities, towards | 


the diſcharging that publick Obligation. 
We are your — MaDan, for 
the Preference You gave us, in chuling 


to wear the Briziſh rather Po the I. 


rial Crown; for giving the beſt Daugh- 


ter to our Kc, and the beſt Wife to | 


our PrINCE. It is to Your Nora 
HiGHNESs we owe the Security that 
ſhall be deliver'd down to our Childrens 
Children, by a moſt hopeful and beauti- 
ful, as well as a numerous Royal Ine. 
Theſe are the Bonds of our Civil Duty : 


But Your RorAL HicHNEss has laid w | 
under others yet more facred and enga- 
You | 
the Brighteſt Ornament, | 
but the Patroneſs and Defender of ove 


ging; I mean, thoſe of Religion. 
are not only 


Holy Faith. 


eee 
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DEDICATION. 
Nor is it Britain alone, but the World, 


dut the preſent and all ſi Ages, 
vrho ſhall bleſs Your Royal Name, for 
the Example that can be given 
of a diſintereſted Piety and unſhaken 
Conſtancy. 
| This is what we may certainly reckon 
amongſt the Benefits YouR RoraL 
HIGHNESS$ has conferr'd upon us. Tho' 
at the ſame time, how ſoever we 
may be to our ſelves, we ought not to 
believe You declin'd the Firſt Crown of 
Europe in of Britam only. No, 
Mapa, it is in Juſtice to Your RoraL 
HicHNEss that we muſt confeſs, you had 
more excellent Motives for ſo great an 
Action as that was; fince you did it in 
Obedience to the Dictates of Reaſon and 
Conſcience, for the Sake of True Reli- 
gion, and for the Honour of God. All 
things that are Great have been offer d 
to You; and all things that are Good 
and Happy, as well in this World as a 
better, ſhall become the Reward of ſuch 
exalted Virtue and Picty. The Bleſſings 
ofour Nation, the Prayers of our Church, 
vith the faithful Service of all good Men, 
ſhall wait upon Your RorAL HiGHNess 
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DEDICATION. 


as long as you live. And whenever; for 
the Puniſhment of this Land, you ſhall | 
be taken from us, your Sacred Name 
ſhall be dear to Remembrance, and AL 
mighty God, who alone is able, ſhall be. 
ſtow upon you the Fulneſs of Recom- 


pence 
Amongſt the ſeveral Offerings of Dy- 
ty which are made to you here, be gra | 
ciouſiy pleas d to of this unwor- | 
thy Trifle; which is, with the greateſt | 
 Reſpe@and loweſt Submiſſion, preſented 
to Your RoYaL Hicyness, by 


MADAM, 
Your RoYaL HiGHNEss's " 
Moſt Obedient, | 
Moſt Devoted, and 
Moft Faithful 
Humble Servant, 


N. ROWE. 


LBP eker 


THE 


PREFACE. 


1 dery little Inclination to 
== write Prefaces before Works of this 
nature, yet upon this particular 0c- 
cen, 1 cannot bus think myſelf 

= obliged to give ſome ſhort Account of 

this Play, as well in juſtice to myſehf, as to 4 


very learned and ingenronsGentleman, my Friend. 


1% is dead. The Perſon I mean was Mr. Smith 
of Chriſt-Church, Oxon : Ore <rboſe Characte. 


| Toould with great pleaſure enter into, if it was not 


already very well known to the World. As Fhad 


| the Happineſs 10 be intimately acquainted ⁊rith 


him, De often told me that be deu d writing a 


| Tragedy ujon the Story of the Lady Jane Gray; 
and if be bad liv'd, I ſhould never have thong e 


of nieddliug with it myſelf. But as he died 


| eithout doing it, in the beginning of the laſt 


Summer, I reſelu d to underigke it. And in- 
n As aced, 


/ The PREFACE. 
deed, the Hopes ] had of receivi confidey- 
able Aran fron L — bf behind 


im, rere one of the x” Motives that | 


iuduc d me to go about it. ſe Papers were 
in the Hands of My. Ducket; to ban my 
Friend, Myr. Thomas Burnet, was ſo kind as 
#0 ⁊rrite and procnre them for me. 

turn I can make to thoſe Gentlemen, is this pu- 


lick Acknowledgment of their great Civility n 
th: 5 occaſion. I muſt confeſs, before __— 
the 
And when 


came to my Hind, I bad entir:ly 
Deſign, or Fable of my own Play : 
| T cams to look them over, I found it was dif 


rent from that which Mr. Smith intended; the 


Plan of bis being drawn after that which is 
in Print of Mr. Banks; at leaſt I thought g, 
by what I could pick onus of bis Papers. To 


ſay the truth, I was a good deal ſurpria d and 


diſappointed at the fight of them. I hoped to 


have met with great pars of the Play 


to my Hand, or at the leaſt, the whole 


tbe Quantity of about t s of Paper 
auritten over in dd Pieces, blotted, interlia d, 
and conſus 4 What was contain d in thew in 

general, vas looſe hints of Sentiments, and bur 
 obſture Sketches of Scenes. But bow they were 


(and I hok'd them very careſully over more thas 
once) come to underſtand. One Scene there ras, 
and on? only, that ſeem'd pretty near perfſeds ; 
in <ehich Lord Guilford ſingly perſuades the 
Lady Jane ts take the Crown. From that I 
borrow'd all that I could, and inſerted it in my 


own Third Act. But indeed the Manner and | 


Turn 


1 


e legt Re | 


regularly drawn out. Tufte:d of that, I found 


SRI NI IATTLIL-LL-52LS. 


to be apply d, or in what order they were io be | 
rang d, I could not by any Diligence of mine, | 


SS» 


* 


r 


ILISrarorrFJs FF aA Fr 


1e 


1 


24 


The PREFACE. 


his Fable was fo different from mine, 
fo Lo and twenty or 
thirty Lines at the moſt ; and even in thoſe I 


dus oblig'd to make ſome Alteration. I ſhould 


have been very glad to have come into a Partner- 
ſhip of Reputation with ſo fine a Writer as My. 
Smith was; but in truth bis Hints were ſs ſhort 
and dark, (many of th:m mar d even in Short- 
hand) that they were of little Uſe or Service to 
me. They might baue ferv'd as Indexes to his 
n Memory, and be might have 'd a Play 
out of them : bus I dare ſay, 1 elſe could. 
In one part of his Deſign be ſeem d to diff en 
Mr. Banks, boſe Tale be gener ; 


follow 


Many People believ d, or at leaſt ſaid, that 
Mr. Smith Jeft 4 Play very near imire behind 
kim. All that I am ſorry for, is, that it was 
not ſe in fatt ; I ould bave made no 
taking three, four, or even the whole five A 
from bim; but then I hope I ſhould haue 
the Honeſty to let the World know they were bis, 
and not take another Man's Rept ation to my- + 
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This is bar I dong br neceſſary to ſay, ar 
well on my own Account, as in regard fo the 


Memory of my Friend. 
For the Play, ſuch as it is, I leave it 1 


ble the World with any publick Apolegies for my 
Writings of this kind, * much as I bave 
5 yon 


Provok 4 to it. 1 all turn this my 
Child erde, with no other 

than a Saying <chich I remember 1 bow 
ſeen before one of Mrs. Behn z: 


Va! mon Enfant, prend ta Fortune. 


P RO. 


as it can; I bade reſelu d never toro 
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While you behold the . ful and Brave, 
Bright : fe bur Bis the Kings to ſave, 


. Enjoy the Gift, but Hand that gave. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


MEN. 
Mr. Mills. 
Mr. Bomas. 
Mr. Booth. 
Mr. Ryas. 
Mr. Cibber. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


3 SCENE, The Court. 
md. | Enter che Duke Notthemberkad, -Dube Suffolk, 
| | | 7.3 tie John Gates. 1 


NORTHUMB. ; 


— I'S all in vain; Heaven has requir'd its Pledge, 
And he muſt die. 


N 


1 


, 
. 
1s, 
- 
# * 
in Scorn 


2 up in 
the whole Lay-Wos 
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To hate whoe'er diſſent from what they teach, 
pogy World from Hereſy by Blood, 
a Nation, and believe it 

An AR tothe Lord of Mercy. 
Theſe are thy Gods, Oh Rowe and this thy Faith. 

North. And ſhall we tam ely yield our ſelves to Bondage? 
Bow down before theſe holy Purple Tyran s, | 
And bid em tread upon our flaviſh Necks? 
No; let this Faithful free-born Exgliſh Haad 
Firſt dig my Grave in Liberty and Honour; 

Aud tho 1 but one more thus eo d, 
That honeſt Man and I would die togecher. 

A Doubt nor, there are ten thouland ,andrten thouſand 
To own a Cauſe ſojuſt. 
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Or bold Ambition dares to put in Practice, 
Depend upon our husbanding a Momenc, 
And the light laſting of » Woman's Will; 

As if the Lord of Nature ſhou'd 

To this pond'rous Globe upon a Hair, 
And bid it dance before a Breath of Wind. 
Sn Guiiford's Arms, 
E'er Edward dies, or all we ve done i marr'd. 

Ha! Pembroke! that's a Bar which thwarts my Way? 
His fiery Temper brooks not ſit ion, 

And muſt be met with ſoft and 
With crouching Courteſy, and honcy'd Werds, 
Such as aſſuage the Fierce, and bend the Strong. 


Good-morrow, Noble Pembroke : We have ſtaid 
The Meeting of the Council for your + IEPS 
Pen. For mine, my 2 — 

To iay e 
The Great Alcides of our State, ispreſent, 
Whatever Dangers menace Priace or 
Our Great Nerehuaberland is arm'd to. meet'em ;. 
The ableſt Head, and firmeſt Heart you bear, 
Nor need a Second in the orten Tack ; 


felt to all the T 
Equal your _ 


of 
North. No; as I honour Virtue, I have 


Of triendly Flatt:ry, like yours, deceive me. 
I know my Temper liable to Paſſions, 

And all the Frailties common to our Nature; 
Blind to Events, too eaſy of Perſuaſion, 

And often, too too often, have I ert d. | 
Much therefore have I need of ſome good Man, 
Some wiſc and honeſt Heart, whoſe friendly Aid 


Might guide my — — thre; ; 


And by the Honour of my Name I ſwear, 
I know —_—— 


Peers, 
Whom I wou 'd chuſe for that beſt Friend. like Pewdret. 
Fes 


1 well; nor can the Voice = 
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ring here, 
Virtues over, 


Juſt as thou wer'r ent 
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d not murmur. 
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mine to be 
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ACT IL SCENE L 


SCENE C2n!ines. 


Enter the Duke of NonTuuMBERLAND, and 
x the Duke of SUFFOLK. 


North. E T then be chear'd my Heart amidſt thy 
Mourning. 

Tao' Fate hang heavy o'er us. tho? ple Fear 

And wild Dittraction tir on ev'ry Face; 

Tho never Day of Grief was known |.ke this, 

Let me rejoice, and bleſs the hallow'd Light, 

Whole Beams auſp!cious ſhine upon our Union, 

And bid me call the noble Suffolk Brother. 

Suff 1 know not what my tecret Soul preſages, 
But iomething ices ro whiſper me within, 
That we have been too haſty, For myſcif, 
| with this Matter had been yet deiay'd; 

That we had waited ſome more bleſſed Time, 
dme bett r Day with happier Omens hallow'd, 
For Love ro kinde up his holy Flame. 

Put you, my Noble Brother, wou'd proven, 

And I have vie ded 0 you. 

1 Doubt not any thing; | 

Nur held rhe Hour unlucky, thar good — 
Who fottens the Corrections of h's land, 

And mixes ſtil a Comfort with AM tions, 
Hs gv'n to day a Bleſſing in our Children, 
To wipe away dur Tears for dying award. 
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Suff. In that I trult. Good Ange's be our Guard, 
And make my Fears prove vain. But ſee! My Wite: 


With her, your Son, the generous Guilford comes; 
She has intorm'd him of our preſent Purpoſe. 


Prnter the Dutcheſs of Suffolk, and Lord Guilford. 


L. Guil. How hail I ſpeak the Fuineſs of my Hear? 


What ſha!l I ay, to bleſs you for this Goodneſs? 
Oh! Gracious Princeſs ! Bur my Life is yours, 
And all the Buſineſs of my Years to come, 
Is, to attend with humbleſt Duty on you, 
And pay my vow'd Obedience at your Feet. 
Durc. Sf. Yes, Nob.e Youth, I ſhare in all thy Joys 
In all the Joys which this 2d Day can give. 
The dear Delight I have to call thee Son, 
Comes like a Co dial o my drooping Spirits; 
It broods with gentle Warmth upon my Boſom, 
And melts that Froſt of Death waich hung about me. 
But haſte! Inform my Daughter ot our Pleaſure ; 
Let thy Tongue put on all its pleaſing Eloquence, 
Inſtruct thy Love to ſpeak of Comfort to her, 
To ſooth her Griefs, and chear the mourning Maid. 
North. All deſolate and drowyn'd in flowing Tears, 
By Edward's Bed the pious Princeſs fits; 
Faſt from ker lifted Eyes the Pearly Drops 
Fall trickling o'er her Cheek, while holy Ardor, 
And fervent Teal pour forth her lab'ring Soul; 
And ev'ry Sigh is wing'd with Pray'rs {o potent, 
As ſtrive with Heav'n to fave her dying Lord. 
Dutc. Suff. From the firſt early Days of Infant Life, 
A gentle Band of Friendſhip grew betwixt em; 
And while our Roya! Uncle Henry reign'd, 
As Brother and as Siſter bred together, 
Benea: h one com mon Parent's Care they liv'd. 
North. A wondrous Sympathy of Souls conſpir d 
To form the Sacred Union. Lady Jane, 
Of all his Royal Blood was ſtill the deareſt: 
In ev'ry innocent Delight they ſhar'd, 
Taey ſung, and danc'd, and far, and walk'd together; 
Nay, in the graver Buſineſs of his Youth, 
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| When Books and Learning call'd him from his Sports, 


gun there the Princely Maid was his Companion. 


che left the ſhining Court to ſhare his Toll, 


To turn with him the grave Hiſtorian's Page, 
And taſte the Rapture ot the Poet's Song; 


To ſearch the Latin and the Grecian Stores, 


4nd wonder at the mighty Minds of od. 
Enter Lady IAN E Gray, weeping. 


L. J. Gray. Wo't thou not break, my Heart 
Suff. Alas! What mean ſt thou? 
Gail. Oh, ſpeak! 
Dutch. Suff. How fares the King? 
North. Say, Is he dead? 
L. F. Gray. The Saints and Angels have him. 
Dutch. Suff. When 1 left him, 

H: frem'd a little chear'd, juſt as you enter'd.——— 
L. J. Gray. As I approach'd to knee! and pay my Duty, 


| He rats'd his feeble Eyes, and faintly ſm:ling, 
| Are you then come? he cry's: I only liv'd, 


To bid firew-l to thee, my gentle Couſin, 
To ſpeak a few ſhort Words to thee, and die. 


_ Vith that he preſt my Hand, and Oh'—he fad, 


hen I am gone, do thou be good to Zagland; 
Kzep to that Faith in which we both were bred, 
ind to the End be conſtant. More I wou'd. 

But cannot. There his fal.'ring Spirirs f. i'd. 
And turning ev'ry Thought from Earth at once, 
To that blett Place where all his Hopes were x A, 
Eimeſt he pray d; XIerciful. Great Defender! 


Preſerve thy holy Altars undefi''d, 
Protect this Land from bloody Men an.! Idols, 


dre my poor People from the Loke of Rome, 
And take thy painful Servant to thy Mercy. 
Then linking on his Pillow, with a S. 2h, 
He breath'd his innocent and faithful! Soul 
lato his Hands who gave it. 

Gail. Crowns of Glory, 


Sich as the brighteit Ange!s weir, be on him; 
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Peace gua d his Aſhes here, and Paradiſe 
With all its endes Bliſs be open to him. 
North. Our C icf be on his Grave. Our preſent Du; 
Enjoins to fee his laſt Commands dey d. 
J hold ir fit his Death be not made known 
To any but * Friends. To- mo row early 
The Counci. ſſ al aſſemble at the Tower. 
Mean while, 1 beg your Grace wou'd ſtrait inform 
[To the Dutcheſs of Suffuik. 
Your princ 'y Daughrer of our Reſolut on; 
Our common In- eſt in that h. py Tie, 
Demands our ſwifteſt Ca e to fee it finiſh'd. 
D S. My | ord, you have determin'd wel LordGui 
Be i: your Tack to {peak at lirge our Purpoſe. 
Daugh er, receive this Lo:d as one whom I, 
Your Fa: her, and his own, ordain your Ilusband: 
What more concerns our Wil and your O edience, 
We leave you to receive from him at leiſure. 
[Excunt Duke and Dutcheſs of Scffok, 
and Duke of Northumberland. 


Guil. Wo't thou not ſpare a Moment from thy Sorrows, 
And bid theſe bubbling Streams forbear to flow ? 
Wo't thou not give one Interval to Joy, 

One li-tie Pa ſe, while humbly I untold 
The h. ppieſt Tale my Tongue was ever bleſt with? 

L. J. Gray. My Heat is cold within me, ev'ry Senie 
Is dead re Joy ; but I will hrar thee, Gailſord, 

Fay, I mult hear thee, ſuch is he. Command, 
hom early Duty taught me ſtill t' obey. 

Put, Oh! forgive me. if to all thy S-ory. 

Tho' Eloquence D.vine a tend thy ſpeaking, 

Tho ev'ry Mule and ev'ry Grace do crows thee; 
Forgive me, it cannot better anſwer, 
Than wireping thus, and thus 

Guil. It 1 eff-nd thee, 

Let me be dumb for ever; let not Life 
Info:m theſe breathing Organs of my Voice, 
It any Sound from me difturb thy Quiet. 
What is my Peace or IIappineſs to thine? 


No; | 


Jad want not tac to tuirnifh out new F 
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Jo; tho our Noble Parents had decreed, 
414 urg'd nigh Realons which import the State, 
This Night to give thee to my faithful Arms, 
\ſy Faireit Bride, my only exrthly Bliſs. — 
L.F Cray. How | Guilford! On this Night? 
Cuil. Tnis happy Night. | | 
Yer if thou art re ol to crots my Fate, 
ic this my utmoſt With ſhall give thee Pain, 


Vow rather let the S.roke of Death fall on me, 


and ſtretch me out 1 liHKleſs Corſe before thee : 
let me, ſwept away with Things forgotten, 
ze huddl'd up in {ome ol cure blind Grave, 


der thou ſhouid'ſt fiy my Love his made thee wretcicd, 


Or drop one ting.e Ter for Guiiford's (ike. 

L J. Gray. Alas! Ib.ve o much of Death already, 
Tor ror. 
Ona! Dreadful Though! It thou wert dead indeed, 
What Hope were left me then? Yes, I will own, 
Site of the Bluſh that burns my Maiden Check, 
My Heart has fond!y lean'd toward thee long: 
Thy Sweetneſ:, Virtue, and un: |mill'd Youth, 
Hare won a Place for thie within my Bolom: 
Aad if my Eyes look cold'y on thre now, 
Aud thun thy Love on this difaiti ous Davy, 
It's becauſe I wou'd not deal ſo ha:dly, 
To give thee Sighs for ail thy fairkrul Vows. 
Aud p:y thy Tenderne.s with nougar but Tears, 
Ad yer 'tis all I have. 

Cuil. I ask no more; 
L:t me bur call thee mine, confirm that Hope, 
To chirm the Doub:s which vex my anxious Sou!; 
ty: wt the rel, 20 thou allot it for me, 
An] at thy picziure portion out my Ble fin gs. 
My Eyes fhul leu n to mile or weep trem thine, 
Nor will I thick of Joy while thou art ſad. 
Nay, couli't thou be ſo cruel to command it, 
| w.il forgo a B;:deg:ocm's ſacred Right, 
Ang ilcep tar from thee, on th' unwho'eſome Earth, 
Wacre Dainps ariſe, and waiſtling Winds blow :oud. 
Tucn, when the Day returns, come droop.ng to thee, 
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My Looks ſtill drizzling with the Dews of Night, 

And chear my Heart with thee as with the Morning. 
I. J. G. Say,Wo't thou cantecrate the Night to Sorrow, 

And give up ev'ry Senſe to folemn Sadneis ? 

Wo't thou, in watching, waſte the tedious Hours, 

Sir filently and careful by my Side, 

Liſt ro the coiling Clocks, the Cricket's Cry, 

And ev'ry melancho!y Midnight Noiſe ? 

Say, Wo't thou banith Picalure and Delight? 

Wo't thou forget that ever we have lov d, 

And only now and then let fall a Tear, 

To mourn for Edwar#s Lots, and England's Fate? 
Guil. Unweary'd ſtill I will attend thy Woes, 

And be a very faithful Partner to thee. 

Near thee I will complain in Sighs as num berleſs, 

As Murmurs breathing in the leafy Grove: 

My Eyes ſhall mix their faling Drops with thine, 

Conſtant, as never-cealing Waters roll, 

That purl and gurgle o'er their Sands for ever. 

The Sun ſhall fee my Grief, thro' ll his Courſe; 

And when Night comes, ſad Philomel, who plains 

From ſtarry Veiper to the roſy Dawn, 

Sha'l ceatz to rune her lamen abe Song, 

E'er I give o'er to weep and mourn with thee. 
L. J. Gray. Here then | take thee to my Heart for ever, 

| [ Giving her Hand, 

The dear Companion of my future Days: 

Whatever Providence allots for each, 

Be that the common For ion of us both: 

Share all the Griefs of thy unhappy Jane; 

But if good Heav'n have any Joy in Store, 

Let that be all thy own. 
Guil. Thou wondrous Goodnefs ! 

Heav'n gives too much at once in giving thee. 

And by the common Courſe of things below, 

Where eich Delight is temper'd with Afffliction, 

Son e Evil terrible and untorcicen 

Muſt ſure enſue, to poiſe the Scale againſt 

This vatt Profuſion of excecding P.caſure. 
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dit be it fo, let it be Death and Ruin, 


On any Terms I take thee. 

I. J. Gray. Truſt our Fate | 
To im whoſe gracio:s V ſion guides our Ways, 
And makes what we think Evil turn to Good. 
Permit me now to leave thee and retire 3 
ru ſummon all my Reaſon and my Duty, 
To footh this Storm within, and frame my Heart 


To yield Obedience to my noble Parents. 


Gail. Good Angels miniſter their Comforts to thee. 


And, OR! If, as my fond Belief wou'd hope, 


If any Word of mine be gracious to thee, 


| I beg thee, I conjure thee, drive avay 
{ Thoſe murd'rous Though: s of Griet that kill thy Quiet. 


Reitore thy gentle Botom's native Peace, 
Lift up the Light of Gludneß in thy Eyes, 


| And chear my Heavinetis vir h one dear Smile. 


L. J. Gray. Yes, Gui ford Iwill ſtudy to forget 
Al that the Royal Edward has been to me, 


How we have lov'd, ev'n from our very Cradles 
My private Loſs no longer will I mourn, 


But ev'ry tender Thought to thee (tall turn: 
With Patience I'll ſubmit to Heav'n's Decrce, 
And what I oft in Edward, find in thee. 
Bur Oh ! when I revolve what Ruins wait 
Our ſinking Altars, and the falling State: 
When I conſider what my Native Land 
Expected from her pious Sov'reign's Hand ; 
How torm'd he was to ſave her from Diſtreſs, 
A King to govern, and a Saint to biels: 
New Sorrow to my lab'ring Breaſt ſucceeds, 
And my whole Heart for wretched England bleeds. 
Exit Lady JanE GRAY, 
Gail. My Heart finks in me, ar her ſoft complaining, 
And ev'ry moving Accent that ſhe breathes, 
Reſo. ves my Courage, ſlackens my tough Nerves, 
And meits me down to lafancy and Tears. 
My Fancy palls, aud takes Diſtaſte at Pleaſure ; 
My Soul grows out of Tune, ir loaths the World, 
vickens at all the Noiſe and Folly of it; 
1 And 
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And I cou'd fit me down in ſome du. Shade, For t! 
Where lonely Contemplation keeps her Cave, | Tac? 
And dwells with hoary Hermits; there forget myſt, To i 
There fix my ſtupid Eyes upon the Earth, | To t 
And muſe away an Age in deepeſt Melancholy. To re 
Us 

Euter Pembroke. And \ 

Wo't 

Pem. Edward is dead; ſo ſaid the Great Northumberland Pais | 
As now he ſhut aong by me in haſte. Wat 
He preis d my Hand, and in a Whilper begg'd me and 
To guard the Secret carefully as Lite, an 
Til me few ours ſhow'd pais; for much hung onit. | Wot 
Auch may indecd hang on it. Sce my Guilford ! e 
Ay kricud! [Speaking ro lin. Tao' 
Guil. Ha! Pembroke! [ 3: arting, | Taar 
Fem. Whcrctore duſt thou ſtart ?. | li it 
wu fts that wild Diſo der on thy Viſage, [ ths 
Somewhat that looks like Paſſions ſtrange to thee, And 
Th Palencis of Serprize and ghaſtly Fear ? G 
Since I have known thee farit, and ca'l'd thee Friend, | The 
I never lw three fo un.ike thy ſeit, | P 
So chang'd vp.n a iden. And 
Cuil. How! So chang d! | of 
em. So to my Eye thou ſeem'ſt. | be 
Gail. The King is dead. 0 
Pem. | .ca:n'd it from thy Father, | ; 
J-& as I enter's here. Bur tay, Cou'd that, 4 Thi 
A Fate which ev'ry Moment we expected. | BS 
Diſtract thy Thought, or ſhuck thy Temper thus? Au 
Cuil. Oh, Pembroke! Tis in vain to hide from thee; 9 
For thou haſt look'd iato my artleſs Boſom, 3 
And ſen at once the Hurry of my Soul. y 
'Tis true, thy coming ſtruck me with Surprize, 3 
I have a Thought Bur waerefore ſaid I One? | 
I have a Thouland Though:s all up in Arms, | | 
Like pop'.ous Towns diiturb'd at Dead of Night, A 
That mix'd in Darkneſs, buſtle to and fro, 85 
As if their Bulincſs were to make Confuſion. | 


em 


ell, 


tie Lady JANE GRAY. 33 


pem Ten {re our better Angeis cal'4 me Iv fe; 
For th 5 is Frienoſhip's Hour, and Friendihip's Office, 


roc me when Coun el and when Heip 's wanting, 


To ſhare the Pein of ev'ry gnawing Care, 

To ſpeak of Comfort in the Time of Trouble, 

To rrach a Hand, and five thee from Aiverintsy., 
Cuil. Ard wu't thou be a Friend to me indeed? 


And whic I lay my Boſom bare betv.c th e, 


Wo't thou geil iendeily, and let thy Hand 

P. gently over ev'ry pa.ntui Part ? 

o'r thou with Patience hear, and judge with Temper ? 
And it per chance tnou meer with ſomewhat harſh, 
Somewhat to rouze thy Rage, aud grate thy Soul, 


| Wo't thou be Maſter of thv{elf, and bear it? 


Pem. Away with al this nerdleis Preparation! 
Thon know'ſt thou art to dear, ſo facred to me, 


' Thar I can never rhink thee an Oſtender. 
| Ii it were fo, that I indecd mult judge thee, 


| thov'd take part with thee againit myielt, 
And call thy Fault a Vi tue. 
Cuil But ſuppoſe 


The Thought were ſome what hat concern id our f ove. 


Pem. No more; hou know'ſt we {poke of that to- day, 


And on what Te: ms we left it. Tis 3 Subject, 
Of which, if poſſible, I wou'd not think : 


beg that we may mention it no more. 
Gnil. Can we uot ſpeak of it with Temper? 
Pem. No. 
Thou know'ſt I cannot. Therefore, prirhee ſpare ir. 
Guil. Oh ! Cou'd the Secret, I wou'd tell thee, (ep, 
And the World never know it, my fond Tongue 
S..0u'd craſe from ſpeaking, e er I wou'd unfold it, 
Or vex hy Peace w:th an officious Tale. 
Bur fince, howe'er ungrateful to thy Ear, 
I: m ſt be tol i thee once, hear it from me. 
Pem Speak hen and eſe the Doubts that ſhock my Soul. 
Cu, proſe th Guilford's better Stars prevail, 

And crown his Love | 
Pem. Say not, Suppoſe : Tis done, | 
Seck not for vain *. ſoft ning Words; 

7 


34 The Tracepry of 


Thou haſt prevaricated with thy Friend, 

By under hard Conrtrivances undone me; 

And wh le my open Nature truſted in thee, 
Thou haſt ſtepp'd in between me and my Hopes, 
And raviih'd trom me all my Soul held dear. 


Thou haſt betray'd me 

Guil. How ' betray d thee, Pembroke ? 

Pem. Yes, iuily, !:ke a Traitor. 

Cuil Ilave a ce. 

Pem. But thin k not I will bear the foul Play from thee; 
There was but this which I cou'd ne'er forgive. 
My Sochis up in Ame, my injur'd Honour, 
Impat:ent of the W:ong, calls for Revenge; 
And tho” I love ther tond!y 

Guil. Ile me yet, 

And Pembro/:e hall acquit me to himſelf. 
H-ar, while I tell bow Fortune drat between us, 
And gave the yielding Beauty to my Arm 

Perm. M hat. hear it! & and and liſten to thy Triumph! 
Thou th:nk'ft me tame indeed. No. hold, 1 charge thes 
Leſt I forget that ever we were Fi iends, 

Leſt in the Rage of diſappointed Love, 
1 ruſh at once and tear thee for thy Falſhood. 

Guil. Thou warn'ſt me well; and I were raſn, as thou art, 
To truſt the ſecret Sum of all my Happineſs, 
Wi:h one not Maſter of himſelf. Farewell. 

Pem. Ha! art thou going? Think nor thus to part, 
Nor leave me on the Rack of this Incertainty. 

Guil. Whar would'ſt thou further? 

Pem. Tell it to me all; 

Say thou art marry d, ſay thou haſt poſſeſs d her, 
And rioted in vaſt Exceſs of Bl:is; 

That I may curſe myſclt. and thee, and her. 
Come, tell me how thou didſt ſupplant thy Friend? 
How didit thou look with that beiraying Face, 
And im ling, plot my Ruin? 

SGuil. Give me Way. | | 

When thou art better temper'd, I may tell thee, 
And vindicate at full my Love and Friendſhip. 


Pen. 


[ Going, | 
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pem. And doſt rhoy hope to ſhun methen,thouTraytor ! 
No, I will have it now, this \lomenmt from thee, 
Or drag the Se ret out rom thy fuſe Heart. 

Gui. Away, thou Madman ! I wou'd talk to Winds, 
And rcaton with the rude tempeſtuous Surge, 


Fooner than hold D.ſcourſe with Rage like thine. 


Pem Tell it, or by my injur'd Love I twear, 
[ Laying his Hand upon his Sword. 


[1 ſtab the larking Treaton in thy Hearr. 


Guil. Ha! Stay thee the:e; nor let thy f antick Hard 
( Stopping him. 
Caſkeath thy Weapon. If rhe Sword be drawn, 
If once we meet on Terms like thoſe, farewel 
To ev'ry Thought of Friinitvip; one muſt fall. 
Perm. Cui ſec on thy Friendfhip, I wou'd break the Band. 
Guil. That as you pl-atz—belids, this Plice is fhered, 
And wo'not be profan's w::h Bravels and Outrage. 
You know. I tare be found on any Summons. 
Pem Tis well. My Vengeance fla}: not loiter long. 
Hencefor ward et the Thoughts of our paſt Lives 
Be tu:n'd to de:idilv and remortcieſs Hate. 
Here I give up the ewpty Name of Friend, 
Renounce ul Gent.cnefs, all Commerce with thee, 
To Death defy tee as my mortal Foe; 
And when we meet again, may ſwift Deſtruction 
Rid me of thre, or rid me of myſelf. ¶ Exit Pembroke. 
Guil. The Fuie I ever fear'd, is fall'n upon me; 
Ani long ago my boding Heart divin'd 
A Breach. like this, from his ungovern'd Rage. 
Oh, Per:6rote ! Thou haſt done me much Injuſtice, 
For I have © wne thee true wafcign'd Affection; 
'Tis pait, and thou art loſt to me for ever. 
Love is. or ought to be, our greateſt Bliſs ; 
vince ev'ry other Joy, how dear ſoever, 
Gives way to that, and we leave all for Love. 
At the imc ious Tyrant's lor dly Call, 
In ſpite uf Reaſon ani Reſtraint we come, 
Leare Kindred, Parents, and our native Home, 


The 
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The trembling Ma d. with all her Fears, he charms, 
And pulls her trom her weeping Mother's Arms: 

He laughs at all our Leagues, and in proud Scorn 
Commands the Bands of Friendthip to be torn: 
Diſdains a Partner ſpould partake his Throne, 

Bur reigns unbounded, law!cis, and alone. [Exit 


Ed if the Second AF, 


ACT 


Exit 


CT 
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| It was not to be barue 
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GED ea 


ACT HI. SCENE I. 


Scx x E, The Tower. 


Enter pen and GAA DIN ER. 


Gar. 


AY, by the Rood, my Lord, you were to blame, 
To let a hair-brain'4 Paſſion be your Guide, 

And hurry you into fuch mad Extremes. 

Marry, you might have made much worthy Profit, 

By patient hearing; the unthinking Lord 

Had brought forth ev'ry Secret of his Soul. 

Then when you were the Maſter of his Boſom, 

That were the Time to uſe him with Contempt, 


And turn his Friendſhip back upon his Hands. 


Pem. Thou talk'ſt as if a Madman cou'd be wiſe. 
Oh, Wincheſier ! Thy hoary frozen Age 
Can never gueſs as Pain; can never know 
ports of untam'd Deſire. 
tell thee, Rev'rend Lord, to that one Bliſs, 
To the Enjoyment of that lovely Maid, 


As to their Centre, I haJ drawn each 


And eviry Wiſh. my furious Soul cou'd form ; 


Still with regard to that my Brain forethought, 


And faſhion'd ev'ry Action of my Life. 
Then, to be robb'd ar once, and uakeſpetiing, 


En in all the Height of ExpcQation 
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Gar. Have you not heard of what has happen'd ſince? 
Pem. I have not had a Minute's Peace of Mind, 
A Moment's Pauſe, to reſt from Rage, or think. 
Gar. Learn it from me then: But cer I ſpeak, 
I warn you to be Maſter of yourſelf. 
Though, as you know, they have confin'd me long, 
Gra'mercy to their Goodacts, Pris'ner here; 
Yet as I am allow'd to walk at la 
With n the Tower, and ho. tree Speech with any, 
I have not d eamt away my thoughtleſs Hours, 
Without good Hecd to theſe our righteous Rulers, 
To prove this true, ths Mo:n a troſty Spy 
Has brought me Word, that yefter Ev'ning late, 
In ipire of all the G ief for Edward's Death, 
Your Friends were marry d. 
Pem. RIariyd! Who ?—— Damnation 
Gar. Lord Guilford Dudley, and the Lady JAux. 
Pem. Curie on my Stars 
Gar. Niy, in the Name of Grace, 
Rettrain this finful Paſſion ; all's not loſt. 
In this one ſingle Woman. 
Pem. | have loſt 
Norte than the Female World can give me back. 
I h.d bcheid ev'n her whole Sex, unmov'd, 
Look'd o'er em. ke a Bed of gaudy Flowers, 
Thar lift their painred Heads, and live a Day, 
Tuen ſhed their trifling Giories unregirded: 
My Heart diſuan'd their Beauties, til ſhe came, 
With ev'ry Grace that Nature's Hand cou'd give, 
And with a Mind to great, it ſpoke itz Eflence 
Immortal and Divine. | 
Gar. She was a Wonder; 
Detract:on muſt allow that. 
Pem. The Virrues came, 
Sorted in gentle Fellowſhip, to crown her, 
As if they meant to mend each otber's Work. 
Candour with Goodneſs, Fortitude with Sweetneſs, 
Strict Piet y, ard Love of Truth, with Learning, 
Moie than the Schools of Athens ever knew, 
Or her own Plato taught. A Wonder! inc heſter! 


Theu 


hea 
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Thou know'ft not what ſhe was, nor can I ſpeak her, 


| More than to fay, She was that only Bleſſing 


My Soul was fer upon, and I have loſt her. 

Gar. Your State is not to bad as you wou'd make it; 
Nor nced you thus abandon ev'ry Hope. 

Pem. Ha! Wo'tthou ſave me, ſnatch me from Deſpair, 
And bid me live again ? | 

Gar. She may be yours. 
Suppoſe her Husband die. 

Pem. O vain, vain Hope! 

Gar. Marry, I do not hold that Hope ſo vain. 
Theſe Goſpelers have had their Golden Days, 
And lorded it at Will; with proud Deſpite, 
Have trodden down our Holy Roman Faith, 
Ranſ.ck'd our Shrines. and driv'n her Saints to Exile. 
But if my Divination fail me nor, 
Their h:ughty Hearts ſha! be abas'd c'er long, 
and feel the Vengeance of our Mary's Reign. 

Pem. and would'tt thou have my ferce Impatience ſtay? 
Bid we ie hound upon a Rack, and wait 
Fo: d ft:nt Joys, whole Ages yer behind? 


Can Love attend on Politicians Schemes, 


Expect the flow F vents of caurious Counſels, 
Cod unrr{ulving Heads, and creeping Time? | 
Gar. To-day, or I am ill-inform'd, Northumberland, 
With ealy Suffolk, Guilford, and the reſt, 
Meet here in Council on ſome deep Deſign, 
Some traitorous Com:rivance, to protect | 
Their Upſtart Faith from near approaching Ruin. 
Bur there art Puniſnments . Haters and Axes 
For Traytors, and conſuming Flames for Heretic ks. 
The happy Bridegroom may be yet cut ſhort, 
Ev'n in his higheſt Hope. ——Bur go not you; 
Howe'er the tawn'ng Sire, old Dadley, court you; 
No. by the Hu'y Rood, I charge you, mix not 
With their pcraicious Counlels. —— Miſchief waits em, 
Sure, certain, unavoidable Deſtruction. 
Pem. Ha! join with them! the curſed Dudley's Race! 
Who, while they held me in their Arms, betray'd me; 
Scain'd me for not ſuſpecting they were Villains, 
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And make a Mock'ry of my eaſy Friendſhip. 

No, when I do, Dithonour be my Portion, 

And iwitt Perdition catch me ; Join with them 
Gar. | wou'd not have you Hie you to the City, 

And join with thoſe who love our ancicnt Faith. 

Sather your Friends about you, and be ready 

T' afle:t our zealous Aary's Royal Title, 

And doubt not but her gratetul Hand ſhall give you 

To ſee your Soul's Delire upon your Enemies. 

The Church ſhall pour her ample Treaſures forth too, 

And pay you with ten thou land Years ot Pardon. 
Pem. No; keep your Bleſſings back and give me Ven- 

Give me to teil that foft Deceiver, Guilford, [geance, 

Thus, T: aytor,hult thou done thus halt thou wiong'd me, 

And thus thy Treaſon finds a juſt Reward. 


Gar. But ſoft! no more ! the Lords o'th* Council come. 


Retire with me, my Lord; we muſt not meet em. 
Pem. Tis they themiclves, the curſed happy Pair! 

Haſte, Wincheſter, haſte ! let us fly tor ever, 

And drive her from my very Thoughts, it poſſible. 


Ha! by the Maſs, the Bride and Bridegroom too! 


Oh! Love, what have I loſt !——Oh! Reverend Lord! | 


Pity this fond, this foohſh Weakneſs in me 

Methinks, I go like our firſt wretched Father, 

When from his bliſsful Garden he was driven: 

Like me he went delpairing, and like me, 

Thus ar the Gate ſtopt ſhort for one laſt View; 
Then with the chearleſs Partner of his Woe, 

He turn'd him to the World that lay below: 

Tacre, for his Eden's happy Plains, behc!d 

A ba ren, wild, uncomfortable Field; 

He faw 'twas vain the Ruin to deplore, 

He try d to give the fad Remembrance o'er ; 

The tad Remembrance ſtil return d again, 

Aud his loſt Paradiſe renew'd his Pain. 


[Exeunt Pembroke and Gardiner. 
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Ex ter Lord Guilford, and Lady Jax k. 


| Gail. What ſhall If to thee! What Pow'r Divine 
Wil reach my Tongue to tell thee What J feel? 
| To pour the Traniports of my Boſcm forth, 
u And make thee Partner of the Joy dwels there? 
For thou art comfortleſs, full of Affliction, 
vo, | [izavy of Heart as the forſaken Widow, 
| dad deli)l.te as Orphans. Oh, my Far-One 
en- Ty Fiward ſhines amongſt the 5righteit Stars, 


nce, aud yer thy Sorrows let k him inthe Cra e. 

me, | LF. as, wy deariſt Lord! a thouland Gricfs 
Peter my anx:0us Heart 3 and yet, as if 

me, Tac Bar ben were too lutte, | have added 


Tue Weight of al thy Cares; and like ihe Miter, 
lacreaſe ot Wealth has made me but more wretched. 
The Morning Ligbt ſcems not to rife as uſual, 
It dawens not to me, like my Virgin Days, 
But brings n Thoughts and other Fears upon me; 
d! Itremble, and my anxious Heat is pain'd, 
Lott aughs but Good ſhou'd happen to my Guilford. 
Cuil. Nothing but Good can happen to thy Guilford, 
While thou art by his Side, his bet:er Angel, 
His Biefling and his Guard. 
L. J. Gray. Why came we hither? 
Why was | drawn to this unlucky Place, 
This Tower, fo often {tain'd with Royal Blood? 
Here the Fourth Edward's helpleſs Sons were murdei d, 
And pious Henry fell by ruthleis Glou fer: | 
Is this the Place allotted for rejoicing ? 
The Bower adorn'd to keep her Nuptial Feaſt in? 
Methinks Suſpicion and Diſtruſt dwell here, 
Staring wiih meagre Forms thi? grared Windows; 
Dlath lu ks within, and unrelenting Puniſhment ; 
er. Withour, grim Danger, Fear, and fherceſt Power 
Sit on the rude old Tow'rs, and Gothick Battle ments: 
While Horrour overlooks the dreadful Wall, 
er \ And frowns on all around | 


Cuil. 
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Guil. In Safety here, gv'u ye 
The Lords oh Council have this Morn decreed Eet 1c 
To meet, and with united Care ſupport ; - Dub 
The feeble tottering State. To thee, my Princeſs, . Thy | 
Whoſe Royal Veins are rich in Henry's Blood, Thin 
With one Conſent the nobleſt Heads are bow'd ? Yes, 1 
From thee they ask a Sanction to their Counſels, Aad I: 
And from thy healing Hand expect a Cure, To fer 
For England's Lois in Edward. And fi 

L. J. Gray. How! from me! Vorths 
Alas, my Lord! But ſure, thou mean'it to mock me? To pa 
Gwil, No, by the Love my faithful Hearr is full of! To «1 
Bur tee, thy Mother, gracious Suffolk, comes L." 
To intercept my Story: She ſhall tell thee; | Give 
For in her Look I read the lab'ring Thought, And 1 


What vaſt Event thy Fate is now diſcloſing. 


Enter the Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 


D. Suff. No more complain, indulge thy Tears no more, 
Thy pious Griet has giv'n the Grave its Due: 
Let thy Heart kindle with the higheſt Hopes; 
Expand thy Boſom, let thy Sou! enlarg'd 
Mcke room to entertan the coming Glory; 
For Majeſty and Pur pe Greatn: {> court ther; 
Homage and low Subjeftion wait: A Crown, 
That makes the Princes of the Farth like Gods; 
A Crown, my Daughte:, E-:gland's Crown attends, 
To bind thy Brows with in Imperial Wieath. 
LJ Amazement chile my Veins! What ſays my Mother? 
D. Suff. Tis Heav'n's Decree tor our expiring Edward, 
When now, juſt ftrugyliny to his native Sk es, 
Ev'n on the Verge of Heav'n, in ſight of Angels, 
Thit hover'd round to waft him to the Stars, 
Ev'n then declar'd my JaxE his Succeſlor. 
I. 7 G. Cou'd Edward do this? Cou'd the dying Saint 
Bequcath his Crown to me? Oh, fatal Bounty! 
To me! But 'tis impoſſible! We dream. 
A thouſand and a thou:and Bars oppoſe me, 
Riſe ia my Way, and intercept my Paſſage. 


Eva 
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£1 you, my gracious Mother, what muſt you be, 
er | can be a Queen? 
Dutc. Suff. That, and that only, 
Tay Mother; fonder of that render Name, 
Thin ail the proud Additions Pow'r can give. 
Yes, I wili give up all my Share of Greatneſs, 
And live in low Obſcurity for ever, 
To fee thee rais'd, thou Darling of my Heart, 
And fix d upon a Throne. But lee! thy Father, 
Northumberland, with all the Council, come 
To pay their vow'd A legiance at thy Feet, 
To kneel, an cal thee Queen. 
L. F. Gray. Support me. Guilford; 
Give me thy Aid: Stay thou my taining Soul, 
And heip me to reprets this growing Danger. 


Enter Suffolk, Northumberland. Lords, and others of the 


North. Hail, ſacred Princeſs! from ancient 

Our England's deareſt Hope, undoubted Off. ſpring 
Of or and Lancafter's united Line 

By whoſe bright Zeal, by whoſe victorious Faith, 
Guarded and fenc'd around, our pure Religion, 
Thar Lamp of Truth which ſhincs upon our Altars, 
Shall lift its golden Head, and flouriſh long; 
Beneath whoie awful Rule, and righteous Sceptre, 
The pienteous Yeary ſhall roll in long Sucec ſſion; 
Law (hall prevail, and ancient Right take place, 


Fur Liberry ſhall lift her cheu ful Head, 


Fearleſ of Tyranny and proud Oppreſſion; 
No lad Complaining in — Streets ſhail cry, 
But j uſt ce ſhall be exercis'd in Mercy. 
Hai, Royal Jaxe! behold, we bend our Knees | 
They kneel. 
The Pledge of Homage, and thy Land's Obedience; 
With humbleſt Dur y- thus we kneel, and own Thee 
Our Liege, our Sovereign Lady, and our Queen. 

L. F. Gray. Oh, riſe! | 
My Father, riſe |. | {To Suff. 

And 
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And you, my Father, too! To No tl. 
Riſe a. l. noi cover me vita this Contuljon. { They ie. 


What means this Mock, This maſquiug Six w of Greacgei;? 
Why do you hang theſe Paget Clones va me, 

And dreſ me up ia Honouts nut my own ? | 
North. The Daugivers of our late great Maſter Ee 
Stand both by Law excluded hom Sccceſſion. | 

To make al. fi m, 
And fix a Pow'r unqueltion'd in your Hand, 
Edward, by Will, bequeath'd his Crown to you ; | 


And the concurring Loids in Council met, | 


Have rx ity'd the Git, | 

L. J Gray. Ate C ownsand Fmpire, 
The Government ard Sateiy of Mnkind, 
Tr:fles of lach light Moment, to be ut 
Like fume zich Toy, a Ning, or fancy Gem, 
The Pledge of parting Friends? Can Kings do thus, 
Ard give away a People for a Legacy ? 

North Forgive me. Princely Lady, if my Word-r 
Seizcs cach Scnſe. each Faculty of Mind, 
To e the utmoſt W ih the Great can form, 
A Crown, thus coldly met: A Crown! which lighted, 
And leſt in Scurn by you, thail ſoon be ſought, 
And find juyful Wearer ; one, perhaps, 
Ot Blood unk'ndred to your Royal Houle, 


And fix its Glories in another Line. | 
L. JG. Where art chou now, thou Partner of my Cares? | 
| { Turning to Gullfoid. 
Come to my Ad. and help to bear this Bur then: 
Oh! five me tron his Sorrow, this lis toi tune, 
W hich in the Shape ot gorgeous G: eatneſs comes 
To c:own, and make a Wretch uf me for ever. 
Cuil. Thou weep'tt, my Queen, nd hang'ſt thy drooping 
Like nodding Puppies, heavy with the Ran, Head. 
That bow their weary Necks, and bend to Earth. 
Sce, by thy Side, thy tairhtul Guilford ſtande, | 
Prepar'd to keep D. ſtreſs and Danger from thee, 1 
To wear thy ſacred Cauſe upon his Sword, 1 
And war againſt the World ia thy Defence. 
Nortu. On! ſtay this inauſp'c:ous Stream ot Tears, 
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A141 char yoar People with one gracious Smile. 

Nor comes your Face in ſuch a dreadful Form, 

To bid you ſhun it. Turn thoſe ſacred Eyes 

0a the bright Proſpect Empire ſpreads before you. 

Mcthinks I fce you f:ated on the Throne; 

Beneath your Feet the K:n2dom's great Degrees 

ln brizht Confuſion fhine, VIitres and Coronets, 

The various E: min, and the glowing Purple? 

+Tenvled Senites wait with awful Dread, 

To fim your high Commands, and make em Fate. 
L. J. G. Nou tura to view the painted Side of Royalty, 

And cover all the Cues that lurk beneath. 

Is it. to he a Qieen, to ſit a oft, 

In ſolemn. dull. uncomforrabie State, 

Tac flitter' 14ul of a {:rvile Court? 

|; it, to draw a pompous Tran along, 

A Pageant, for the won {'ring Croud o gaze at? 

Is it, in Wantonn1e's of Paw'r to reign, 

And make the Worli fubſervient to my Pieaſare? 

Is it no- rather, to be greatly wretche1, 

To ww ch, to to, to take 2 facred Charge, 


To bud each Day before high Heav n, and own, 


Tais People halt tho: truſted to my and, 
Ant ar my Hand, 1 know, thou fh.lt require & em? 
Alis! Northumberland“ My Father !-— 1s it not 
To live a Life of Cure, and when I die, 
Haves more to anſ ver for before my Judge, 
Thin any of my Subjects? 
D irc. Suff. F. vy Stare 
Allotred to the Race of Man below, 
]; in proportion, doaom'd to taſte ſo ne Sorrow, 
Nor is the Golden Wreath on a King's Brow 
Fx mp: from Ce; and yet, Who wou'd not bear it? 
Th 1% on the \{onirchs of our Royal Race, 
They | v'd not for themſelves: How many B eſſings, 
How many litted Hands il! pry thy Toll. 
It for thy People's Good thou bipp'y borrow 
Some Portion from rhe Hoursof Reſt, and wake 
To give the Wo ld Repoſe | 
Suff. Behold, we ſtand upon the Brink of Ruin, 


And 
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And only thou canſt fave us. Perſcurion, 

That F:cnd of Rome and Hell, prepares her Tortures; 
Ste where ſhe comes in Mary's Prieftly Train! 
Still wo't thou doubt? till thou behold her ſtalk, 
Red with the Blood of Martyrs, and wide waſting 
O' er England's Boſom? All the mourning Year 
Our Towns ſhall glow with uncxtinguiſh'd Fires; 


Our Youth on Racks ſhall ſtretch their crackling Bones; 


Our Babes ſhall! ſprawl on conſecrated Spears; 
Matrons and Husbands, with their new-born Infants, 
Shall burn promiſcuous; a eon inu'd Peal 

Of Lamentations, Groans, and Shrieks ſhall found 
Through ail our purple Ways. 

Guil. Amidſt that Ruin, 

Think thou behold'ſt thy Guilford's Head laid low, 
Bloody and pale 
I. J. Gray. Oh! ſpare the dreadful Image! 

Guil. Oh! wou'd the Miſery be bounded there, 
My Life were little; but the Rage of Rome 
Demands whole Hecatombs, a Land of Victims. 
With Superſtition comes that other Fiend, 

That Bane of Peace, of Arts and Virtue, Tyranny 
That Foe to Juſtice, Scorner of all Law; 


That Beaſt, which thinks Mankind were born for One, 


And made by Heav'n to be a Monſter's Prey; 
That heavie't Curſe of groaniag Nations, Tyranny. 
Mary ſhall, by her kindred Spain, be taught 
To bend our Necks beneath a Brazen Yoke, 
And rule o'er Wretches with an Iron Sceptre. 

L. F. Gray. Avert that Judgment, Heaven 
Whate'er thy Providence allots for me, 
In Mercy ſpare my Country. 

Guil. Oh, my Queeen! 
Does not thy great. thy | 


generous Heart relent, 
To think this Land, for Liberty fo fam d, 

Shall have her Tow'ry Front at once laid low, 
And robb'd of all its Glory? Oh! my Country! 
Oh! faireſt Albion, Empreſs of the Deep, 

How have thy nobleſt Sons with ſtubborn Valour 
Stood to the laſt, dy d many a Field in Blood, 
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la dear Defence of Birth- right and their Laws ! 
And ſhall thoſe Hands which fought the Cauſe ot Freedom, 
ze manacled in baſe unworthy Bonds; 


Be tamely yielded up, the Spoil, the Slaves 


Ot Hair-brain'd Zeal, and crucl Coward Prieſts? 

L. J. Gray. Yes, my iov'd Lord, my Soul is mov'd, like 
At ev'ry Danger which invades our England ; (thine, 
My cold Heart kindles at the great Occation, 

And cou'd be more than Man in her Defence. 

Buc where is my Commillion to redreſs? 

Or whence my Pow'r to ſave? Can Edward's Wil, 
Or Twenty met in Council, make a Queen? 

Can you, my Lords, give me the Pow'r ro canvaſs 
A doubrful Title with King Henry's Daughters? 
Where are the Rev'rend Sages of the Law, | 

To guide me with their Wiſdoms, and point out 
The Paths which Right and Juſtice bid me tread ? 

North. The Judges all attend, and will at leiſure 
Reſolve your ev'ry Scruple. 

L. J. Gray. They expound; 


| Burwhereare thoſe, my Lord, who make the Lau? 


Where are the ancient Honvursof the Realm, 
The Novles, with the XIitted Fathers join'd? 


Tue wealthy Commons ſolemaly aff:mbied ? 


Where is that Voice of a conſenting People, 
To pledge the univer ſal Fa th with mine, 
And call me juſtly Queen? 

North. Nor ſhall that long 
Be wanting tu your Miu: The Lords and Commons 
Shal, at your Royal Bidding, oon aſc:mble, 
And vrith united Homage own your Titie. 
Delay not then to meet the general Wiſh, 
Bit be our Queen, be Exglan#'s better Angel. 
Nor let miſtaken Piety betray you 
To join with cruel Mary in our Ruin: 
Her bloody Faich commands her to deftroy, 


And yours forbids to fave. 


Guit Our Foes, already 


 Hizh in their Hopes, devote us all ro Death: 


The droniſh Monks, the Scorn and Shame of Manhood, 
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R 122e and pr pare once mo e to take Poſſcſſion, BD © 
To o:(t!e in the t ancien: Hives again; | Far ( 
Again they furbiſu up their holy Trumpery, ha i 
Kelicks, and Wooden Wonder-work ng Saints, | Wha 
Whole Loads of Lumber and religious Rubbiſh, H! 
Ia high Proc ſſion mean to bring em back, Let 
And place the Puppets in t hei: Shrines a gain: Fas | 
While thoſe of keener Malice, fivage Bonner, For | 


An decp- d ſigning Gard ner, dream of Vengeance; 


Devour the Bio d of Innocents, in Hope; For | 
Like Vu't .res. ſnuff the Slaughter in the Wind, All t 
And ſpeed their Flight to H. voc k and the Prey. | And 
Haſte then, nd fave us. while 'tis giv'n to ſave Lert 
Your Country, your Religion. To { 


North. Save your F. iends! 
Suff. Your Father! 
Dutch Suff. Mother! 4 | 
Guil. Husvand ! | | 
L 7 Gray. Take me, cro-'vn me; | 
Inveſt me with this Royal Wretchedneſs ; 
Let me nor know one happy Minute more. 
t all my ſeep!-{s Nights be ſpent in Care, 
ly Days be vexd with Tumults and Alarms; 
t only I can tave you, if my Fate 
His mark'd me out to be the publick Victim, 
take the Lot with Joy. Yes, Iwill die 
For that eternal Truth my Faith is fix'd on, 
And that dear native Land which gave me Birth. 
Guil. Wake ev'ry tuneful Inſtrument to tell it, 
An] let the Trump-t's iprigh:ly Note proclaim 
My Jaxk is England's Qieen! Let the loud Cannon 
In Pealsof Thunder ſp ak it to Auguſta ; 
I mp-rial Thames, catch thou the facred Sound, 
And roll it to the ſubj ct Oceandown: 
Tau the 014 D-ep, and a'! thy Brother Floods, 
Y JaxEis Empreſs of the watry World ! 
Now with glad Fires our bioodieſs Street ſhall ſhine: 
With Cries of Joy our chearful Ways ſhall ring; 
Thy Name ſha! eccho thro? the reſcy'd Ile, 
And reach applauding Heaven ! 
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L. J. G. Oh, Guilford ! What do we give up for Glory! 
For Cory! That's a Toy I wou'd not purchaſe, 
An idle, empty Bubble. But for England 
What mutt we loſe for that! Since then my Fate 
Has forc'd this hard Exchange upon my Will, 
Let gracious Heaven allow me one Requeſt: 

For that bleſt Peace in which I once did dwell, 


For Books, Retirement, and my ſtudious Ceh, 


For all thoſe Joys my happier Days did prove, 
For Plato, and his Academick Grove; 
All that I ask, is, Tao' my Fortune trown, 


And bury me beneath this fatal Crown; 


Let tha: one Good be added to my Doom, 
To fave this Land from Tyranny and Rome. 


[ Ereamt. 


The End of the Third AF. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 


SCENE Continues. 


Eiter P&MBROKE and GARDINER. 


Ger. I N an unlucky and accurſed Hour [6erland, 
Set forth that Traytor Duke. that proud Northum- 

To draw his Sword upon the fide of Hereſy, 

And war againſt our Mary's Royal Right: 

L1 Fortune fly before, and pave his Way 

A ith D ſippoiarment, Miſchief. and Dcteat: 

And thou, O holy Beckes, the Protector 

The Champion, and the Martyr of our Church, 

Appcar, and once more own the Cauſe of Rome; 

B-at down his Launce, break thou h:s Sword in 

And cover fou Rebellion with Confufion. 

Tem. | ſaw him marching at his Army's Head; 

I mark d him iſſaing through the City- Gate 

In Ha- uc ſs all appointed, as he paſt; 

And (tor he wore his Bever up) cou d read 

Upon his Viſage, Horror and Diſmay. 

No Voice of friendly Salutat ion chear'd him. 

Ione vr ſh'd his Arms might thrive, or bad Gad · ſpeed him; 

dur through a ſtaring ghaſtly looking Croud, 

pratghtd, unvicls'd, with heavy Heart he went: 
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; if his Traytor Fathe s Ha 72rd Ghoſt, 

| And Somerſet freſh bleeding f om the Axe, 

On ether hand had uther'd him to Ruin. 


x Gard. Nor ſha.! the holy Vengeance loiter lo»g. 
; At Farmingham in Suffolk lies the Queen, wat 
5 Mary. our pious Miſtreis; wh reeach Day 

| | The Nobles of the Land, and ſwarming Populace 


Gather, and liſt beneath her Royal Eni ars. 
The Fleet commanded by Sir Tuomas Ferningham, 
| Set out in warlike mann r to oppoſ: he:, 
ich one Conſent have join d to oven her Cauſe: 
Tae valiant Suſſex, and Sir Edward Ha ings, 
With many more of Note, ate up in Arms, - 
And ali declare for her. 
Pem. Tc Citizens, 
Who he'd the noble Som rſet right dear, 
| Hate this aſpiring Dudley and his Race, 
And wow'd, upon the Inftanc, join roppoſe him; 
Cauld we but draw ſome of the Lords o'th* Councl 
Tapp:ar among em, own the fime Detim, 
And bring the Rev'rend Sanction of Authority 
To lead em into Action. For that Purpoſe, 
To thee, as to an Oracle, I come, | 
Io learn what fir Exped'icnt may be found, 
To win the wary Council to our Side. 
diy thou, whoſe Head is grown thus Silver-white, 
ln Arts of Government, and Turns of State, 
How may we blaſt our Enemies with Ruir, 
i, And fink the curs'd Northumberland to Hell. 
Gar. In happy Time be your whole Wiſh accompꝭ ii. &. 
_ Unce the proud Duke ſet out, I have had Contercnce, 
As fit Occaſion ſerw'd, with divers of em; 
The Earl of Arundel, Maſon, and Cheyney, 
| Ind find em all diſpos d as we cou d ask. 
| by Holy May, if 1 count aright. 
To- day the better Part ſhall leave this Place, 
. And meet at Baynard s- Caſtle in the City; 
nim; There own our Sovere i nu's Title, and defy 
Jane and her Goſpel- Crew. But bye you hence ! 
4 C2 
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This Place is ſtiii within our Foes Command, 
Their Puppet-Queen reigns here. 


Enter an Offcer with a Guard. 


OF. Se. ze on em both. 
[Guards ſeize Pembroke and Gardiner, 


iy Lord, you are a Pris'ner to the State. 

Pem. Ha! By whoſe Order? 

Of. By the Queen's Command, 

Sign'd and deliver'd by Lord Guilford Dudley. 
Tem. Curſe on his Traytor's Heart! 

Gard. Reſt you contented : 

You have loiter d here too long; but uſe your Patience, 
Theſe Bonds ſha!! not be laſting. 


Off. As for you, Sir. [To Gardiner. | 


Tis the Queen's Pleaſure you be cloſe conſin d: 

You've us'd thit fair Permiſſion wasaliow'd you, 

To walk at large withinthe Tower, unworthily. 

You're noted for an over-buſy Medler, 

A ſecret Practicer againſt the State; 

For wh ch, henceforth your Limits ſhall be ſtraiter. 

Hence, ro your Chamber! | 
Gard. Farewel, gentle Pembroke ; 

I truſt that we ſhall meet on blither Terms: 

T. l then, amongſt my Beads, I will remember you, 

And give you to the Keeping of the Saints. 


[Exeunt Part of the Guard: with Gardiner. 
Pem. Now, whither muſt I go? 
O. This way, my Lord. | [Goiugef. 
Enter Guilford. 


Guil. Hold, Captain! Eer you go, I havea Word or two | 
of. 


For this your noble Pris'ner. 


. 
-. 
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Of. At your Pleaſure: 


Ie my Duty, and attend your Lordſhip. 


[Toe Offer and Guard retire te hs 
farther Part of the Stage 


Hull. Is all the Gentlen: {+ that was berwi x: us 
do loſt, fo ſwept away from thy Remembiaiice, 


Thou canſt not look upon me? 


Pem. Ha! not look! 
what Terrors are there in the Dudley's Race, 


| That Pembroze dares not look upon, and ſcorn? 
und yet, tis true, I wou'd not look upon thee ; 


Our Eyes avoid to look on What we hate, 
As veel as what we fear. 
Guit. You hate me, then! 
Pens. I do; and with Perdition may o'ertaxe 


Thy Father, thy falſe Self, and thy whole Name. 


| Guil. And yet, as ſure as Ragediſturbs thy Rea ſon, 


| Ard maſters all the noble Nature in thee, 
As ſure as thou haſt wrong d me, I am come 


In Tenderneſs of Friendſhip to preſerve thee ; 
To plant ev'n all the Pow'r I have before the. 


And fence thee from Deſtruction with my Lite. 


Pem.Friendſhip from thee! But my juſtSou! d. Aains thee, 
Hence! take the proſtituted Bauble back, 
Hang it to grace ſome ſlaver ing Ideot's Neck, 
For none but Fools will prize the Tinſel Toy. 
But thou art come, perhaps, to vaunt thy Gicatneſe, 
And ſet thy purple Pomp to view before me; 
To let me know that Gail ford is a King, 
That he can ſpeak the Word, and give me Freedom. 
Oa! Shorr-liv'd Pageant! Had'ſt thou all the Pow'r 
Wiich thy vain Soul wou'd graſp at, I wou'd die, 
Rot in a Dungeon, cer receive a Grace, 
The leaſt, the meaneſt Courteſy from thee. 
Guil. Oh, Pembroke ! But I have not time to talk, 
For Danger preſſes, Danger unforeſeen, 
And ſecret as the Shaft that flies by Night, | 
C3 Is 
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kaminzattty Laufe. Captain, a Word! [To the Officer 


[ tac your Pr: ner to my proper Charge; 
Diaw Git your Guard, and leave his Sword with me. 


[Ie Oer delivers the Sword to Lord Guiliord, 
| ad goes out with the Guard. 


f. Gailford offering the Sword to Pembroke. 


Recrive this Gtr, ev'a from a Rival's Hand 
A dt thy Rane er ; 1 utter thee to hrar 

Ju- Count: yi Mangence Call d thy Friend, 

Þ y trom bis t- Pace, and ſerk thy Satety. 


enn, How row! What Sew? what Niockery is thi} | 


i it in Sport you uſe me thus? What means 
This (wift tant. ſtic x changing of the Scene? 

Guil. Oh! rake thy Sword; and let thy valiant Hand 
Be ready arm'd to guard thy noble Lite: 
The Time, the Danger, and the wild Im patience, 
For bid me all to enter into Speech with thee, 

Or I cou d tell thee 

Pem. Na, it areds not, Tray or! 

For all thy poor, thy littie Arts are known, 

Thou fear it my Vengeince, and art come to fawa, 
To make a Mer it of that proffer'd Freedom, 

Which, in Gelp te of thee, a Day ſhall give me. 

Nor can my Fa e depend on thee, falſe Guilford; 
For know, tu thy Curfuiton, cer the Sun 

Twice g 14d the Eait, our Royal comes 

To end thy Pageant Reign, an ſet me free. 

Guil. Ungratetu! and unjuſt! Haſt rhou then knows me 

So little, to a cuſe my Hea t of Fear? 
Hait chou for gotton Muſſ-lborough's Field? 
Did l then fear, when by thy Side I fought, 
And dy'd my maiden Swo:d in Scattiſi Blood? 
Bur this is Madnc is all 
Pem. Give me my Sword. [Taking his Sword. 
Per haps indeed, I wrong thee. Thou haſt thought; 
And conſcious ot the Injury thou haſt done me, 
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Axt co ne to proffer me a Soldier's juſtice, 


and mee? my Arm in ſin le Oppolition. 
Lead then, and let me follow to the Field. 

Guil. Yes, Pembroke. thou ſhalt ſatisfy thy Vengeance, 
And write thy bloody Purpoſe ou my Boſoin. 


gut le: Death wait to day. By our paſt Friendſhip,. 


In Honour's Nam 2 by ev Ty lacred Tie, 


l beg hee ask no more, be t hatte from hence. 


Pem. A har myſtick M. a ing lu ks bene th thy Words? 


' What Fear is this, which thou would'ſt ave my Suu! with? 
Is th re a Danger Pemꝭ rote deres not mect ? 


Cuil. On! ſpue my Tongue a Tale of Gu'lt and Horror, 
Truſt me this once: Believes me, when I tell thee, 


Tay Satery and thy Lite is ail I tzek, 
Away! 


Pem. By Heav'n! I wo'not ſtir a Step. 
Curie on this ſhuffling, d k. ambiguons Phraſe. 


| If thou wou d'ſt have me think thou mean'ſt me fairly, 


Speak with that Plainneſs Honeity delights in, 
And let thy double Tongue for once be true. 
Guil. Forgive me, fiial Piety and Nature, 


If, thuscompeli'd, I break your facred Laws, 


Reveal my Father's Crime, and blot with Infamy 

The hoary Head of him who gave me Being, 

To five the Min whom my Soul loves, from Dat h. 
[Gizing a Paper. 


Read there the fatal Purpoſe of thy Foe, | Ver; 


A Thought which wounds my Soul wii i Shame and 110. 

$2mewhat that Dar kneſs ſhou'd have hid for ever, 

But that thy Life Sap, haſt thou ſeen thit Character ? 
Pem. I xnow it well; the Hand vf proud Northumberland, 

Directea co his Minions, Gates and Palmer. 

What's this? 


[Reads. 


Remen: ber, with, your cloſeſt Care, to obſerve thoſe whom I 
nam a to you at partiug; eſbecially keep your Eye upon 
the Earl of Pembroke; as his Power and Intereſt are 
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moſ? conſideravie, H Option will be mo? fatal tt 

. Remember the Riſolut ion was taken. if you ſhould 

frad him inclin d to our Enemies, The Forms of Fuſtice 

are ;edious and Delays are dangerous. Tf he falters, 

leſe not the ght of him till your Daggers have reach i 
bus Hurt. 


% Heart! Oh, murd'rous Villain! 
Gui. Since he parted, 

Thy Ways have all been watch'd, thy Steps been matk'd; 

Fu, tecret Treaties w.th the Malecon: ents 

Fh: hat bour in the City, thy conferring 

Vit Gard wer here in the Tower all is known; 

And, in puriuance of that bloody Mandate, 

A Set of choſen Ruffians wait to end thee. 

There was but one way left me to preſerve thee ; 

I r90K1t , and this Morning fent my Warrant 

Jo feizeupon thy Perſon But be gone 
Pem.*Tis ſo— tis Truth I te his honeſt Heart 

_ Gail. I have a Friend of well-try'd Faith and Courage, 

Who with a fit Diſguiſe, and Arms conceal d. | 

Attends without to guide thee hence in Safety. 
Pem. What is Northumberland? Ani what art thou? 
Guil. Waſte not the Time. Away! 
Pem. Here let me fix, 

And gaze with everlaſting Wonder on thee. 

What is there good or excellent in Man, 

That is not found in thee? Thy Virtues flaſh, 

They break at once on my aſtoniſh'd Soul; 

As it the Curtains of the Dark were drawn, 

To let in Day at Midnight. 
Guil. Think me true; 

And tho' Il- fortune croſs d upon our Friend ſni 

Pem. Curſe on our Fortune! Think!--Iknow thee honeit. 

Gail. For ever [cou'd hear thee——but thy Life 

Oh, Pembroke! linger not | | 
Pem. And can lieavethee 

Ee I have claſp'd thee in my eager Arms, 

And giv'a thee back my fad repenting Heart? 


te 
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gelieve me, Guilford, like the Patriarch's Dove, 
[ Embracing. 


| It wander'd forth, but found no Reſting- place. 


Till it came home again to lodge with thee. 
Guil. What is there that my Soul can more defire, 
Than theſe dear Marks of thy returning Friendſhip ? 
The Danger comes If you ſay longer here, 
You die, my Pembroke. 
Pem. Let me ſtay and die; 
For it I go, 1 go to work thy Ruin. 
Thou know'ſt not what a Foe thou ſend'ſt me forth, 
That I have ſworn Deſtruction to the Queen, 
And piedg'd my Faith to Mary and her Cauſe: 
My Honour is at ſtake. 
Guil. I know 'tis given. — 
Bur go— the ſtronger thy Engagement's there, 
The more's thy Danger here. There is a Power 
Who fits above the Stars; in him I truſt: 
All that I have, his bounteous Hand beſtow'd ; 
And he that gave it, can preſerve it to me. 
If kis o'er-ruling Will ordains my Ruin, 
What is there more, but tb fall down before him, 
And humbly yield Obed:crce!——Fly!——Be gone! 
Pem. Yes, I will go—— for ſee! Behold who comes! 
Oh, Guilferd ! hide me, ſhield me from her Sight; 
Ev'ry mad Paſſion kindles up again, 
Love, Rage, Deſpair——and yer 1 will be Maſtrr— 
I will remember thee—— Oh, my torn Hea:t ! 
have a thouſand thouſand things to ſay, 
But cannot, dare not ſtay to look on her. 
Thus gluomy Ghoſts, whene'er the breaking Lora 
Gives notice of the chearful Sun's Return, 
Fade at the Light, with Horror ſtand oppreſs d, 
And ſhriuk beta. e the Purple-dawning Eat ; 
Switt with the fleeting Shades they wing their War, 
And dread rhe Brightneſs of the riling Day. 


[Exeznt Guiitord and Pemborobhe. 
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Enter Lady Jaws, reading. 


L. J. Gray. Tis fulſe! The think ing Soul is ſomewhat 
* Than Symmetry of Atoms well diſpos'd, [ more 
« The Harmony of Matter. F elſe | 
% The Hope of all hereafter, that new Life, 
« That {ſeparate Intel.e&, which muſt ſurvive, 
When this fine Frame is moulder'd into Duſt.” 


Enter Guilford. 


Guil. What read'ſt thou there, my Queen? 
L. F. Gray. Tis Plato's Phadon; 

Where dying Socrates takes leave of Life, 

With ſuch an eaſy, carcleſs, calm Indiflerence, 

As it the T.ifle were of no account, 

Mem in itie'f, and only to be worn 

In honour of the Giver. 

Guil. Shall thy Soul 

Still Corn the World, ſtill fig the Joys that court 

Thy biooming Beauty, and thy tender Youth? 

Stili ſhall ſhe oar on Contemplat ion's Wing, 

And mix with nothing meaner than the Stars; 

As He:ven and Immortality alone | 

Were O ects worthy to employ her Faculties? 

L. I Graz. Bate but thy Truth. what is there here below 

Deſcrvcs the leaſt Regard? Is it not time 

To bid our Souls look out, « xplore he: eafter, 

And ſcek ſome better ſure-ab:d.ng Place; 

When al ound our gathering Foes come on, 

To drive, to ſwer p us from this World at once? 
Gu:l. Does any Danger new | 
I. J. Gray. The 6:ithleſs Counſei.ors 

Are fled trom hence, to join the Princeſs Mary. 

The ſcrvile Herd of Courtiers, who fo late 

In la O-t,nce bent the Knee before me; | 

They. who with zealous Tongues and Hands uplifted, 

Rctvaght me to defend their Laws and Fai.h ; 
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vent their leud Execrations on my Na ge, 
Proclaim me Trayt'reſs now, and to the Scaffo!'1 
Doom my devored Head. 

Guil. The changeiing Vilin-! 
That pray for Slavery, fight f their Bonds, 
And ſhun the Bleſſin z. I. erty, Ek. Ruin. 
What art thou, Human Nature. tc du thus? 
Does Fear or Folly make thee, Lke th. Ldian, 
Fall down before this dreadful Devil, Tyranny, 
And worſhip the Deſtroyer ? | 
But wheretore do I lover tamely he e? 


Give me my Arms: | wil preſerve my Country, 


Ev'n in her own d-(pite. Some Friends I have, 
Who will of die or conquer in thy Cauſe, 


Thine and Religion's, 4h.ne and England's Cauſe. 


L. J. Gray. Art thou not ail my T caſus e, al my Guard? 


And wo't thou take from me the only Joy, 


The laſt Defence is left me here be ou? 

Think not thy Arm can ſtem the driving Torrent, 
Or fave a People, who with blinded Rage 

Urge their own Fate, and ſtrive to be unJone. 
Northumberland, thy Father, is in Arms ; 

And if it be in Valour to defend us, 

His Sword, chat long has known the Way to Conquaſt, 
Shall be our ſureſt Safety. . 


Enter the Duke of Suffolk. 
Suff. Oh! my Children! 


L. J Gray Alas! what means my Father? 
Suff Oh! my Son. 


Thy Farher. great Northumberland, on whom 


Our deareſt Hopes we e built. 
Guil tio! What of bim? 
Suff. Is Lot! Betray'd! 
His Army onward as he march'd, ſhrunk from him. 
Mou.dcy'd way, ard meited by his 8 de; 
Like falng Hail thick ſtien upon the Ground, 
Which, c'cr ve can cfiay to count, is vaniih'd. 
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With ſame few Followers he arriv'd at Cambridgez 
But there ev'n they for ſook him; and himſelf 
Was forc'd, with heavy Heart and watry Eye, 
To caſt his Cap up, with diſſembled Chear, 
And cry, God ſive Queen Mary. But alas! 
Little avalld the Semblance of that Loyalty: 
For ſoon thereafter, by the Earl of Aranael, 
With Treaſon he was charg'd, and there arreſted ; 
And now he brings him Pris'ner up to London. 
L F.Gray. Then there's an end of Greatneſs: The vain 
Of Empire, and a Crown, that danc'd before me, (Dream 
With all thuſe unſubſtantial empty Forms, 
Waiting in idle Moc kery around us; 
The gaudy Maſque, tedioug, and nothing meaning, 
A vaniſh'd all at once —- Why, fare it well. 
Gil. And canſt thou bear this ſudden Turn of Fate 
With ſuch unſhaken Temper ? ry 
L. J. Gray. For myleif, 
If I cou'd form a With for Heav'n to grant, 
It ſhou'd have been, to rid me of this Crovrn. 
And thou, O'er-ruling, Great, All-knowing Power! 
Thou, whodiſcern'it our Thoughts, who ſee'ſt em rifing 
And forming in the Soul; Oh judge me, Thou! 
If e'er Ambition's guilty Fires have warm'd me, 
Tf cer my — inclin'd to _ 3 
Or join d in being a Queen. I the Sceptre 
To fave this Land, thy People, and thy Altars: 


And now, behold, I bend my grateful Knee, [Kneeling.. 


In humbia Adozation of that Mercy, 
Which quits me or̃ the vaſt unequal Task. 


Enter the Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 


. Suff Nay, keep that Poſture ſtill; and let us join, 
Fix all our Knees by thine, lift up our Hands, 
And ſeck for He!p and Pity from Above, 
Fer Earth and Faithleſs Man will give us none. 

L. J Gray, What is the worſt our cruel Fate ordains us? 


Date. 


—_— - 


be 
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Dut. Suff. Curs d be my fatalCounſels, curs'd my Tongue. 


That pleaded for thy Ruin, and per ſuaded 


Thy guiltleſs. Feet to tread the Paths of Greatneſs! 


„** 


| My Child! 


I have undone thee! 
L. J. Gray. Oh, my Mother 
Should I not bear a Portion in your Sorrows? 
Dutc. Suff. Alas! thou haſt thy own, a double Portion, 


| Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, 


Who beat the Heav'ns with thy applauded Name, 
Now croud to meet, and hail her as their Queen. 
Suſſex is enter d here, commands the Tower, 

Has plac'd his Guards around; and this fad Place, 


do late thy Palace, is become our Priſon. 
Ila him bend his Knee to cruel Gardiner, 


Who, freed from his Confinement, ran to meet him, 

Embrac d and bleſs d him with a Hand of Blood. 

Each haſt'ning Moment I expect em here, 

To ſei ze, and paſs the Doom of Death upon us. 
Guil. Ha! feiz'd ! Shalt thou be Ei G? and ſnall I and, 

And tainely ſee t hee borne away to Death? 18 


| Then blaſted be my Coward Name for ever. 


No, I wiil ſet my ſelf to this Spor, 


| To which our narrow Empire now is ſhrunk ? 


Here will [grow the Bulwark of my Queen; 


| | Nor ſhall the Hand of Violence profane thee, 


Until my Breaſt have borne a thouſand Wounds, 
Tul this torn mangled Body fink at once 
A Heap of Purple Ruin at thy Feer. 

F. Gray. And could thy raſh diſtrated Rage do thus 2 
Draw thy vain Sword againſt an armed Multitude, Z 
Only to have my poor Heart ſplit with Horror, 

Ta ſee thee ſtabb d and butcher'd here before me? 
Oh, call thy better nobler Courage to thee, 

And let us meet this adverſe Fatewith Patience 
Greet our inſulting Foes with equal Tem 
Witheren — Souls | Fav. of 3 


lere ſtand unmov'd ; as once the Roman Senate 


Receiv'd fierce Jrennus, and the conquering Gans, 


Tul ev'n the rude Barbarians ſtood amaz'd 
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At fuch ſuperior Virtue. Be thy ſelf. 
For ſee the Trial comes! 


Enter Suſſex, Gardiner, Officers and Soldiers. 


Sufſ. Guards, execure your Orders; ſ-ize the Traytors: 
Here my Commiſſion ends. To you, my Lord, 88 


So our great Miſtreſs, Royal Mary. bid — 
our ſtreſs, . bids, 
I leave the full Diſpoſal of theſe Pris'ners; 
To your wiſe Care the pious Queen commends 
Her ſacred Self, her Crown, and what's yer more, 
The holy Roman Church; for whoſe dear Safety, 
She wil's your utmoſt Diligence be ſhewn, 
To bring Rebellion to the Bar of Juſtice. 
Yet farther, to proclaim how much ſhe truſts 
In Wincheſter'sdecp Thought, and well-rry'd Faith, 
The Seal at: ends to grace thoſe rev rend Hands; 
And when I next ſalute you, I muſt cal you 
Chief Miniſter and Chance!lor of England. 
Gar. Unnumber'd Bleſſings fall _= her Head, 
My ever-gracious Lady ! toremem 
With ſuch full Bounty her old humble Beadſman ! 
For theſe her Foes, leave me to deal with them. 
uſſ. The Queen is on her Entrance, and expects me; 
4 ary 
Gar. Fare wel, right Noble Suſſex : 
Commend me toth Queen's Grace; ſay, her Bidding 
Shall be obſerv d by her moſt lowly Creature. 
Exit Suſſex. 
Lieutenant of the Tower, take hence your Pris ners: 
Be it your Cu e to ſee em kept apart, 
That they may hold no Commerce with each other. 
L. J. Gray. That Stroke was unexpected. 
Guil Wo't thou part us? 
Gar. I koi no Speech with Hereticks and Traytors. 
Lieutenant ſee my Orders obey d. 


TEPPOMO WP 5 938. 
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Guil. Inhuman, monſtrous, unexampł d Cruelty ! 
Oh, Tyrant! but the Task becomes thee well; 
Thy Savage Temper joys to do Death's Office; 
o tear the facred Bands of Love afunder, 
And part thoſe Hands which Heav'n itſelf had join d. 
Dutc. Suff. To let us waſte the little reſt of Life 
Together, had been merciful. 
Suff. Then ir had not 
Been done like [Fincheſter. 
Guil. Thou ſtand'it unmov'd; | 
Calm Temper firs upon thy beauteous Brow; 
Thy Eyes, that flow'd fo faſt for Edward's Loſs, 
Gaze unconcern'd upon the Ruin round thee, 
As if thou had'ſt refolv'd to brave thy Fate, 
And triumph in the midſt ot Deſolation. 
Ha! es, it ſwells; the liquid Cryſtal riſes, 
It ſtarts, in ſpight of thee, ——bur I will catch it , 


Nor let the Earth be wet with Dew io rich. 


L. J. Gray. And Joſt thou think, my Guilford, I can ſee 
My Father, Mother, and ev 'n thee my Husband, 


Torn from my Side without a Pang of Sorrow ? 
How art thou thus unknow¾ing in my Heart! 
Word e cannot tell thee what I feel. There is 


An agonizing Softnels buſy here, 
That tugs the Strings, that ſtruggles to get looſe, 
And pour my Soul in Wailings out e thee. 


Guil. Give way, and let the guſhing Torrent come: 


Till the Flood riſe upon the guilty World, 
And make the — mon. 
L. J. Gray. Guilſard no: 
* — tender Thoughts and ſoft Endearments 
Is fled away and gone; Joy has forſaken us; 
Our Hearts have now another Part to play ; 
They muſt be ſteel'd with ſome uncomman Fortitude,. 
Thar, icarleſs, we may tread the Paths of Horror; 
And in d-ſpite of Fortune and our Foes, 
=1'n ia the Hour of Death, be more than Conquerc rs. 


Gui. 
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- Guil. Oh, teach me ! fay, what Energy Divine 
Inſpires thy ſofter Sex, and tender Years, 
With ſuch unſhaken Courage? 

L. J. Gray. Truth and Innocence; | 
A conſcious Knowledge rooted in my Heart, 
That to have fav'd my Country was my Duty. 
Yes, England, yes, my Country, I fave thee; 
But Heav'n forbids, Heav'n difallows my Weakneſs, 
And to ſome dear ſelected Hero's Hand 
Reſer ves the Glory of thy great Deliverance. 

Lieut. ny my Orders 

Guil. See! wemuſt———muſt part. 

L. J. Gray. Vet ſurely we ſhall meet again. 

Guil. Oh uns | 

L. J. Gray. If not on Earth, among yon golden Stars, 
6 | 
And happier Beings reſt on happier Seats: 
Where, with a Reach enlarg'd, the Soul ſhall view 
The great Creator's never- ceaſing Hand, 
Pour forth new Worlds to all Eternity, 
And people the Infinity of Space. 

Guil. Fain wou d I chear my Heart with Hopes like theſe? 

But my ſad Thought turns ever to the Grave, 
To that laſt Dwelling, vrhither now we haſte, 
Where the black Shade ſhall interpoſe berwixt us, 
And veil thee from theſe longing Eyes for ever. 
PD. 7. G. Tis true, by thoſe dark Paths our Journey leads, 
And thro' the Vale of Death we paſs to Life. 
But what is there in Death to blaſt our Hopes ? 
Behold the univerſal Works of Nature, 
W here Life ſtill ſprings from Death. To us the Sun- 
Dies every Night, and every Mornrevives: 
The Flow'rs, which Winter's Icy Hand deſtroy'd, 
Lift their fair Heads, and live again in Spring. 
Mack, with what Hopes upon — . Plain, 
The careful Floughman caſts the pregnant Grain; 
There hid, as in a Grave, a while it lies, 
Till tue revolving Seaſon bids it riſe, 
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Til Nature's genial Pow'rs command a Birth, | 
And potent, cal's it from the teeming Earth: 
Then large Increaſe the bury'd Treaſures yield. 
| bad with full Harveſts crown the plenteous Field. 


[Excunt ſeverally with Guard: 


The Exd of the Fourth AG, 


ſe? 
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ACT v. SCENSK IL 


Sc zw continues. 


Enter GAA DIN RER. as Lord Chancellor, and the Lie 
zenant of the Tower, Servant: with Lights before em. 


Lient O d Morning to your Lordſhip ! you riſcearly. 
IF Gar. Nay. by the Rood, there are too many 
Some n. i ſt r ca ly, or the State ſhall ſuffer, ['Sleepersz 
Did you, as). ſt-rday our Mandate bade. 
Intorm your P' ners, Lady Fane and Guilford, 
They were to die this Day ? 
Lient My Lord, I did. | 


Gar. 'Tis well But fay, How did your Meſſage ſike em? 
Lieut. My Lord, they met the Summons wi. ba Tempet . 


Thar ſhew'd a ſolemn, ſet ious Senſe of Death, 
M x'd with a noble Scorn of ail its Terrors. | 
In ſhort. they heard me with the teif-ſame Patience 
Wirh which they ſtili have borne them in their Priſon, 
In one Requeſt they both concurr'd: Each begg'd 
To die bef re the other. 

Gar. That diſpoſe 
As you think fitting. 

Liens. 
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the Lady IAN E GRAT. 67 
Lieut. The Lord Guilford only 


impior'd another Boon, and urg d it warmly; 
Taat &er he ſuſfer d, he might ice his Wite, 
Andake a laſt Farewel. 

Car. That's not much; 


T:ar Grace may be allow d him: See you to ĩt. 
Ibo goes the Morning? 5 


Lient. Not yet Four, my Lord. 

Car. 3y Ten they meet their Fate. Yet one thing mori 
You knw twas order d that the Lady Fane 
dod {fer here within the Tow'y. Take care 


% Crouds may be let in, no maudlin Cazers 


Fo wet their Hindkerchicts, and mae Report 

How like a Saint ſhe ended. Some fic Number, 

And tho e too of our Friends, were moſt convenient : 
But, above all, fee that good Guard be kept; 

d at preſent here, 


You know the Queen is lodg 


Take care that no Diſturbance reach her Hi 


And ſo good Morning, good Malter Lieutenant. 
buli. 


How now ! What Light comes here? 

Serv. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, 

If I miftake nor, tis the Earl of Pembroke. 

Gar. 22 is ay W hat calls him forth thus 
Some vvhat he ſrems to bri igh Im ; early? 
Some Flame uncommon — his Sal, * 
And flaſhes forth im petuous at his Eyes. 


Enter Pembroke ; a Page with a Light before him: 


Good- Morrow, noble Pembroke / What im 

And ſtrong Neceility breaks on your Slumbers, 

And rears y our youthful Head from off your Pillow 
At this unwho!lcſome Hour; while yet the Night 
Liſts in her latter Courſe, and with her raw 


And rheumy Damps infeſtsthedusky Air? 
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Pem. Oh, rev'rend Wincheſter ! my beating Heart 
Exults and labours with the Joy it bears. 
The News I bring ſhall bleſs the breaking Morn; 
This coming Day the Sun ſhall riſe more glorious, 
Than when his Maiden Beams firſt gi:ded o'er 
The rich immortal Greens, the flow'ry Plains, 
And fragrant Bow'rs of Paradiſe new- born. 
Gar. What Happineſs is this? 
Fem. Tis Mercy ! Mercy, 
The Mark of Heaven impreis'd on Hum:n Kind, 
Mercy, that glads the World, drals Joy around; 
Mercy, that imooths the dread ful Brod of Power 
And makes Dominion light; Mercy. that faves, 
Binds up che broken Heart, and heals Deſpair. 
Aary, our Royal, ever-gracious Miſtreſs, 
Has to my Services and humbleſt Prayers 
Granted the Lives of Guilford and his Wife; 
Full and free Pardon | 
— Gay. Ha! What ſaid you? Pardon 
But fure you cannot mean it, cou'd not urge 
The Queen to ſuch araſh and ill-tim d Grace? 
What ! fave the Lives of thoſe who wore her Crown ! 
My Lord, tis moſt unweigh'd, pernicious Counſel, 
And muſt not be comply'd with. 
Pem. Not comply'd with! 
Ard who ſhall dare to bar her ſacred Pleaſure, 
Aud ſtop the Stream of Mercy? 5 
Sar. That will I: 0 5 
Who wo not fee her gracious Diſpoſition 
Drawn to deſtroy herlelf. 5 
Pem. Thy narrow Soul 
Knows not the God- like Glory of forgiving : 
Nor can thy cold, thy — Heart 2 
How large the Pow'r, how fin d the Empire is, Fi 
Which Benefits confer on generous Minds: 
Goodneſs pre7ails upon the ſtubborn'ſ Foes, 
And conquers more than even Caſar's Sword did. 
Gar. Theſe are romantick, light, vain- glorious Dreams. 
Have you conſider d well upon the Danger ? 


ms; 
low 


And keep no Faith with ſuch a miſcreant Crew. 
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How dear to the tond Many, and how popular 


"Theſe are whom you wou'd ſpare? Have you forgot, 
; When at the Bar, before the Seat of Judgment, 


This Lady Fane, this beauteous Trayt'reſs ſtood, 


With what Command ſhe charm'd the whole Aſſembly? 


With filent Grief the mournful Audience fat, 
Fix d on her Face, and liſt ning to her Pl:ading. 
Her very Judges wrung their Hands for Pity; 


Their old n in em as ſhe ſpoke, 
And Tears ran down upon their Silver Beards. 
Ex'n I myſelf was mov d, and for a Moment 


Felt Wrath ſuſpended in my doubt ful Breaſt, 
And queſtion d if the Voice I heard was mortal. 


But when her Tale was done, what loud Applauſe, 


Like Burſts of Thunder, ſhook the ſpacious Hall! 


At laſt, when fore conſtrain d, th' unwilling Lords 
' Pronounc'd the fatal Sentence on her Life; 

| APeal of Groans ran thro” the crouded Court, 

As every Heart were broken, and the Doom, 
| Like that which waits the World, were univerſal. 


» 
* 


Pem. And can that ficred Form, that Angel's Voice,. 


Which mov'd the Hearts of a rude ruthleſs Croud, 
| Nay, mov'dev'n thine, now fue in vain for Pity? | 


Gar. Alas! you look on her with Lover's Eyes: 


| I hear and fee through reaſonable Organs, 


Where Paſſion has no part. Come, come, my Lord, 


| You have too little of the Stateſman in you. 


Pem. And you, my Lord, too little of the Churchman: 


| I; not the facred Purpoſe of our Faith, 


peace and Good-will to Man? The hallow'd Hand, 
Ordain'd to bleſs, ſhou'd know no Stain of Blood. 
'Tis true, I am not practis d in your Politicks; 
"Twas your pernicious Counſel led rhe Queen 

To break her Promiſe with the Men of Suffolk, 
To violate, what in a Prince ſhou'd be 


Sacred above the reſt, her Royal Word. 


Gar. Yes, and I dare avow it; I advisd her 
To break thro' all Engagements made with Hereticks, 


Pem. 
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Fem. Where ſhall we ſeek for Truth, when ev'aReligiog, 
The Prieſtly Robe, and Mitred Head diſclaim ir ? 
But thus bad Men diſhonour the beſt Cauſe. 

I tell thee, Wincheſter, Doctrines like thine 

Have ſtain'd our Holy Church with greater Tafamy 
Than all your ence can wipe away. 
Hence tis, that thoſe who differ from our Faith, 
Brand us with Breach of Oaths, with Perſecution, 
With Tyranny o'er Conſcience, and proclaim : 
Our Scarlet Prelares Men that thirſt for Blood, 

And Chriſtian Rome more cruel than the Pagan. 

Gar. Nay, if you rail, farewel. The Queen muſt be 
Better advis'd, than thus to cheriſh Vipers, | 
Whoſe mortal Stings are arm'd againſt her Life. 
Bur while I hold the Seal, no Pardon paſſes 
For Hereticks and Traytors. 


Pem. 'T was unlucky | 
To meet and croſs upon this froward Prieft : 
But let me loſe the Thought on't, let me haſte, 
Pour my glad Tidings forth in Guilferd's Boſom, 
And pay him back the Life his Friendſhip fav'd. 

— [Exit. 


3 


The Scene draws, and diſovers the Lady Jaxt kneeling, 
as at her Devotion; @ Light, and @ Book placed on 4 
| Table before her. 


Euter Lieutenant of the Tower, Lord Guilford, and one 


of Lady Jan E's Women. 
Lieut. Let me not preſs upon Lordſhip farther, 
But wait your — 4442 
Guil. 1 will not hold you long. | 
[Exif Lieutenant 


[Exit Gardiner. 
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%® | For yet, behold, ſhe kneels. Before the Night 
| Had reach'd her middle Space, ſhe left her Bed, 
| And with a pleaſing fober Chearfulneſs, 
As for her Funeral, array'd herſelf. | 
un thoſe fad folemn Weeds. Since then, her Kuee 
| Has known that Poſture only, and her E 
Or fix d upon the facred Page before her, 
Or lifred with her riſing Hopes to Heaven. 
Gail. See! with what Zeal thoſe holy Hands are reat d 
Muk her Vermilion Lip, with Fervour trembling ? 
te Her ſpotleſs Boſom fwells with facred Ardor, 
=P And burns wich Extaly and ſtrong Devotion; 
Her 2 * —_ her pany Vows 
Fragant © re, grateful to high Heaven, 
Like homes tom the golden Co rt. 
er. Or bleſſed Angels miniſter unſeen, 
| Catch the ſoft Sounds, and with alternate Office 
Spread their Ambroſial Wings, then mount with Joy, 
And waft em upwards to the Throne of Grace. 
But ſhe has ended, and comes forward. 


Lady JaxE riſes, and comes toward: th: Front of the 
ie. Stage. 


L. J. Gray. Ha! | 
ng, Axt thou my Guilford? Wherefore doſt thou come 
1 4 To break the ſettled Quiet of my Soul? 
| meant to part without another Pang, 
And lay my weary Head down full of Peace. 
il. Forgive the Fondneſs of my longing Soul, 
That melts with Tenderneſs, and leans rowards thee : 
Tho' the imperious dreadful Voice of Fate 
men hey DAN, ues ye tg the World. 
if ro ſee thy Gmuilford, give Pain, 
Me 
Tho my lamenting diſcontented Ghoſt 
Had wander d forth unbleſs'd by thoſe dear Eyes, 
And waild thy Loſs in Death's eternal Shades. 
m | LJ. Gray: 


T. 
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L. J. Gray. My Heart had ended ev'ry earthly 
Had . its Prayers for Thee and E = rg 
And fix'd its Hopes upon a Rock unfailing ; 

While all the 1 _ remain'd, 

Was but to the Forms of Death with Conſtancy, 
And ded; become indifferent to me. 
But thou haſt waken'd other Thoughts within me: 
Thy Sight, my deareſt Husband my Lord, 
Strikes on the tender Strings of Love and Nature: 
My vanquiſh'd Paſſions riſe again, and tell me | 
'Tis more, far more than Death, to part from thee, 


Euter Pembroke. F—- 
Pers. Oh, let me fly! Bear me, thou ſwift Impatience, 4 fr. 
And lodge me in my faithful Guilferd's Arms; 3 | Ns 
Whil 


[ 1 
Thar I ſnatch him from the greedy Grave, 
That I A A his gentle Heart with Joy, | Cont 
And talk to him of Life, of Life and Pardon. nd 
Gui. What means my deareſt Pembroke ? 

Pem. Oh! my Speech 

Is choak'd with Words that croud to tell my Tidings: 
But I have fav'd thee, and —— Oh, Joy unutterable! 
The Queen, my gracious, my forgiving Miſtreſs, 
Has given not only thee to my Requeſt, 
Bur ſhe, ſhe too, in whom alone thou liv'ft, 

The Partner of thy Heart, thy Love is fafe. | 
Guil. Millions of wait her !--Has ſhe-tell me! 
Oh! has ſhe ſpar'd my Wife? | 

Pem. Both, both are pardon'd. 
But haſte, and do thou lead me to thy Saint, 
That I 2 22 her Feet, 
And beg her to accept this poor Amends 
For all I've done againſt her. Thou fair Excellence, 


[ 
Canſt thou forgive the hoſtile Hand that arm'd 
Againſt thy Cauſe, and robb'd thee of a Crown? 


{ 
L. J. cg 


er. rr 
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L. J. Gray. Oh, riſe, my Lord, and let me take your 
» 1 K. F Le 
Zut you have reconeil d me to em both;: | 
| Thenler me pay my Gratitude, and for 
cy, This free, this noble, 4 Mercy, 
Thus low I bow to Heav'n, the Queen, and You. 

+: Fe. To me! Forbid it, Goodneſs! if Hive, 
" Somewhat I will do ſhalldefſerve your Thanks: 
| All Diſcord and Remembrance: of Offence 
| Shall be clean blotted out; and for your Freedom, 
r 
g | Hear me, you Saints, id my pious Purpole; 
| The et nes med he neces Fae, 
Let theſe be z ev'ry Joy attend em; 
A fruirful Bed, a Chain of Love unbroken, 

| A good old Age, to fee their Children's Children, 
A holy Death, and ing Memory: 
While I refign to them my of Happineſs: 
Contented fill to want what they enjoy, 
And ſingly to be wretched. 


Euter Lieutenant of the Tower. 


Gar. The Queen, whoſe Days be many, R 
By me confirms her firſt accorded Grace: 
But as the pious Princeſs means her 
— r 
y me ſhe ſignifies her | 
| That thou, Lord Guilford, and the Lady Fane, 
node | Doinſtantly renounce, abjure your Hereſy, 
aa And yield Obedience to the Sce of Rome. 
L.F. _ What ! turn Apoſtate! | : 
Gail. Ha! Forego * 


. Gray, | 


Q 
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Gar. This one Condition only ſeals your Pardon. 
But if, thro' Pride of Hear — Olney 
With wilful Hands you puſh the 
And ſhut your E © aan = 
Know ye, your 'd, 
1 
Tem. "Tis falſe as 
The Mercy of the Queen was free and full. 
Think'ſt thou that Princes merchandize their Graces, 
As Roman Prieſts their Pardons? Do they barter, 
Screw up, like you, the Buyer to a Price, 
And ſell what was deſign d a Gift? 
Gar.M J Lord, this Language il beſcems your Noblenes; | 
Nor come There to bandy Words with Madmen: : 
Royal Signet of the Queen, 
Which am 1 —— You, the Pris nert, 
Have at large its Pu and muſt inſtantly | 
Reſolve upon the Choice of Lifeor Death. | 
Pem. Cyſt en Blut whereforedol loiter here? 
Tu to the this Moment, and there know | 
What 'tis the Miſchief-making Prieſt intends. [Exit. 
Gar. Your Wiſdom points you out a proper 
A Ward with you, Lieutenant. [Talks with Lin. aſide. | 
Guil. Muſt we part then? 
Where are thoſe Hopes that flatter'd us but now? 
Thoſe Joys, that like the Spring with all its Flow'rs, 
. —— 1 — us? 
erke at once they wither d, 
their Place all deſolate behind em. 
G. Such is this fooliſh World, and ſuch the Certaimy 
of: the boaſted Bleſſings it beſtows: 
Then, Guilferd, let us have no more to do with it; 1 
Think only how to leave it as we ought, 
But truſt no more, and be deceiv'd no more. 
Gmail. Yes, I will copy thy divine Exam 
And tread the Paths are pointed out by 
By —— <p — — Bloc k | 
I bend my with Joy, and think ic Happigeſs 
To give my Life a for my Faith. 
az 
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From 


From 
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—— thou Auͤgel of my Heart, I learn 

That greateſt, e with thee. | 
Gray. Oh, gloriouſly reſolv d! Heav'n is my Wirne(*, 

* — EE mom 69 2m, 

Thus conſtant as thou art in Death. thus faithful. 

Than when the holy Prieſt firſt join'd our Hands, 

And knit the ſacred Knot of Bridal Love. 

Gar. The Day wears faſt; Lord Guilford, have you 

Life? [thought ? 


me fold thee once more io my Arm*, 

t Treaſure of my Heart, and 

— | Husband's Kiſs upon thy Lip! 

| we not live again, ev'n in theſe Forms? 

I not gize upon thee with theſe Eyes? 

J. Gray. Oh ! whereforedoſt thou ſooth me irh thy 

e about my Heart, ¶ Softneſs? 
painful to us? 


at once; and let us now, 


Forgetting — like two Friends 


That have a little Bus' 
Take 2a ſhort * 


to be done, 


L. J. Gray. nn 


am. Alas! ſhe faints "Coated wpporting. 

L. F.Gray. Wo't thou fail now !—The killing Stroke 4 
And all the Bitterneſs of Death is over. (paſt, 

Gar. Here let the dreadful Hand of V ſtay: 


Have pity on your Youth and blooming Beauty ; 
Caſt not away the Good which Heav'n beſtows; 
Time may have many Tears in ſtore for you, 


Is 


. Da | All 
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All crown'd with fair Proſperity: Your Husband 
Has periſh'd in Perverſeneſs. oy 

L. J. Gray. Ceaſe, thou Raven; 
Nor violate, with thy profaner Malice, 
My bleeding Guitford's Ghoſt——'Tis gone, tis flown: 
But lingers on the Wing, and waits for me. : 


The Scene draws, and diſcovers a Scaffold 2 8 


The good and gracious Hand of Providence 

Shall raiſe you better Friends than I have been. 
o never!ꝛ⸗ͥ ³ 
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| Then, when we meet again. Once more, Farewel; 


[To ber m. 
Goodneſs be ever with you. When I'm dead, 
Intreat they do no rude diſhoneſt Wrong 


thy Head. 

. G. My Blood be where it falls, tet the Earth hide it; 
it never riſe, or call for v : 

it were the laſt ſhall fall a Victim 


wat 


FL 
* 


3 


4 
4 
: 
= 
: 
7 


Tre 


out gte with a righteous Hand. 

fo oh! may he leave a Son, 
Virtues 2 — 

| to 1 

guard that Faith for which I die to 

{ Lady Jans goes wp 10 the Scaffold: 
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+ Scone cloſes. 
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To ſet a Bound to Mercy unconfin'd ? 


But know, thou proud d 


Howe er your hard imperious Cenſures 


Tre 8 
who with honeſt Hearts purſue the Right, 


Aud follow faithfully Truth's facred 


Tho ſuffering here, ſhall from their Sorrows ceaſe, 
Reſt with the Saints, and dwell in endleſs Peace. 
. * 
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Spoken by Mrs. Pox TER. 


worn ; 
to ſave. 


have 
frove 
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PROLOGUE 
Lady FANE GRAY : 
Sent by an unknown Hand. 


4 brave Contempe of Life and Grandeur 


Such glorious Toils a Female Name can 


/ 


PROLOGUE. 
£ nobler P. Breaſt mote, 
IIS SORT tore. 
2 1 
2272. HYrant : Frown ; 

—— —-— 

212 FG lie: 

ſhe tre down; 
ſhine brighte?! by Mi fortune, ſhow: 
With patient Courage ſhe ſuſtains the Blow, 
And triumphs o'er Variety of Woe. 

hb ev'ry Scene the ſad Diſtreſs is new : 
How well fergn'd Life does repreſent the true 
Unhapfy Age! who views the bloody Stain, 
But muſt with Tears record Maria's Reign! 
— Agi Pater u. f. Will, 
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